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J. POWER hikes tlic Liberty of announcing to the Public a Work which has long 
neen a Desideratum in this Country. Though the Beauties of the National Music of 
Ireland have been very generally felt and acknowledged, yet it has happened, through 
the Want of appropriate English Words, and of the Arrangement necessary to adapt 
them to tire Voice, that many of the most excellent Compositions have hitherto re- 
mained in Obscurity. It is intended, therefore, to form a Collection of the best Original 
Irish Melodies, with Characteristic Symphonies and Accompaniments; and with 
Words containing, as frequently as possible, Allusions to the Manners and History 
of the Country, Sir John Stevenson has very kindly consented to undertake the Ar- 
rangement of the Airs ; and the Lovers of simple National Music may rest secure, 
that, in such tasteful Hands, the native Charms of the original Melody will not be aacri- 
iiced to the Ostentation of Science. 

In the Poetical Part, Power has had Promises of Assistance from several distin- 
guished Literary Characters, particularly from Mr. Moore, whose Lyrical Talent is so 
peculiarly suited to such a Task, and w hose Zeal in the Undertaking will be best under- 
stood from the following Extract of a Letter which he has addressed to Sir John Steven- 
son on the Subject : — 

» I feel very anxious that a Work of thin Kind should be undertaken. We have too long neglected the 
only Talent for which our English Neighbours ever deigned to allow us any credit. Our National Music 
lias never been properly collected*; and, while the Com posers of the Continent have enriched their Operas and 
Sonatas with Melodies borrowed from Ireland, very often without even the Honesty of Acknowledgment, we 
have left these Treasures in a great Degree unclaimed and fugitive* Thus our Airs, like too many of our 
Countrymen, for want of Protection at Home, have passed into the Service of Foreigners- But we are come, 
1 hope, to a better Period both of Politics and Music; and how much they are connected, in Ireland at least, 
appears too plainly in the Tone of Sorrow and Depression which characterizes most of our early Songs* — The 
Tusk which you propose to me, of adapting Words to these Airs, is by no means easy. The Poet who would 
follow the various Sentiments which they express must feel and understand that rapid Fluctuation of Spirits, 
that unaccountable Mixture of Gloom and Levity, which compose the Character of my Countrymen, and hat 
deeply tinged their Music. Even in their liveliest Strains we find some melancholy Note intrude, some minor 
Third or fiat Seventh, which throws its Shade as it passes, and makes even Mirth interesting. If BurSs had 
been an Irishman, (and I would willingly give up all our Claims upon Ossian for him,] his heart would have 
been proud of such Music, and his Genius would have made it im mortal. 

" Another Difficulty (which is, however, purely mechanical) arises from the irregular Structure of many 
of those Aire, and the lawless Kind of Metre which it will in consequence be necessary to adapt to them. In 
these Instance* the Poet must write, not to the Eye, but to the Ear; and must be content to have hisVerees of 
that Description which Cicero mentions, * Quos si cantu spoliaverit nuda remanebit oratioC That beautiful 
Air, e The Twisting of the Hope,* which has all the romantic Character of the Swiss Rans des Vachetj is one of 
those wild and sentimental Hakes which it will not be very easy to tie down in sober Wedlock with Poetry* 
However, notwithstanding all these Difficulties, and the very little Talent winch I can bring to surmount them, 
the Design appears to me so truly National, that I shall feel much Pleasure in giving it all the Assistance in my 
Power. 

LrieefUrthire, /'<■ 6* lBG7* ,i 


The Work will be continued in Numbers, containing each Twelve Melodics , several 
of them arranged for One, Two, or Three Voices- 

%* Power will he much obliged by the Communication of any Original Melodies which 
the Lovers of Irish Music may have the Kindness to contribute to this Work. 


a The Wrilor fbrg'ot, when ho made this A&scrlion, that the Public are indebted to Mr, BrNTtPir fur n very va+imMe Collcf tion 
Irish Music ; and that the patriotic Genius of Miss Owesson has been employed upon some 01 out finest Air?. 


Prilled lry W* CLOTH'S. 
NorihumberiaiiiZ'Ceiirt, Stnuid, London 
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When thine eye re_poses On its ling-’rin# roses. Once so lovd by thee, 



When thine eye re_poses On its lingring roses. Once so lovd by thee. 
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Think of her who wove them, Her who made thee love them;Oh!then remember 



Think of her who wove them, Her who made thee love them;Oh! then remember 



GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 
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Aih — Maid of the Valley. 


I. 

Go where glory waits thee ; 
But, while Fame elates thee, 
Oh ! still remember me. 
When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Other arras may press thee. 
Dearer friends caress thee. 

All the joys that bless thee 
Sweeter far may be ; 

But when friends are nearest, 
And when joys are dearest, 
Oh ! then remember me. 


II. 

When, at eve, thou rovest 
By the star thou lovest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Think, when home returning, 
Bright we’ve seen it burning, — 
Oh ! thus remember me. 

Oft, as summer closes, 

W hen thine eye reposes 
On its lingering roses, 

Once so lov'd by thee, 

Think of her who wove them , 
ller who made thee love them ; 
Oh! then remember me. 


III. 

When, around thee, dying, 

Autumn-leaves arc lying, 

Oh ! then remember me : 

And, at night, when gazing 

On the gay hearth blazing. 

Oh ! still remember me. 

Then should Music, stealing 

AH the soul of Feeling, 

To thy heart appealing, 

Draw one tear from thee ; 

Then let Mem'ry bring thee 

Strains I us'd to sing thee ; 
Oh ! then remember me. 


UAR SONG. 



REMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE BRAVE. 


Aj h — Molly Macaipm. 

I. 

REMEMBER the glories of Brieu the Brave*, 

Tho’ the days of the hero are o’er ; 

Tho’, lost to Mononia’', and cold in the grave, 

He returns to Kinkora® no more! 

That star of the field, which so often has pour'd 
Its beam on the battle, is set ; 

But enough of its glory remains on each sword 
To light us to victory yet. 

II. 

Mononia ! when Nature embellish’d the tint 
Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair, 

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 
The footstep of Slavery there? 

No, Freedom, whose smile wc shall never resign. 

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 

That ’tis sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine 
Than to sleep but a moment in chains* 

III. 

Forget not our wounded companions 4 , who stood 
In the day of distress by our side ; 

While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood 
They stirr’d not, but conquer’d and died ! 

The Sun, that now blesses our arms with his light. 

Saw them fall upon Ossory's plain : — 

Oh ! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night. 

To find that they fell there in vain * 


• Breen Borombe, the great Monarch of Ireland who was killed at the Battle of Cloutarf, in the 
beginning of the I lth Century, after having defeated the Danes in twenty-five engagements, 

b Munster* c The Palace of Brien. 

d This alludes to an interesting circumstance related of the Dalgais, the favourite troops of Brien, 
when they were interrupted in their return from the Battle of Ciontarf, by Fitzpatrick, Prince of Oasory, 
The wounded men entreated that they might be allowed to fight with the rest. — ££ Let stakes ** (they said) 
i( be stuck in the ground; and suffer each of us, tied to and supported by one of these s£akes t to be placed 
“ in his rank by the side of a sound man** — 4 * Between seven and eight hundred wounded men/' (adds 
O’Haltoran,) u pale, emaciated, and supported in this manner, appeared mixed with the foremost of the 
troo i s! — Never was such another sight exhibited.*'— History of Ireland, Book XII, Chap. L 
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ERIN I THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE EYES. 19 


Air — Aiken Aroon, 

I. 

ERIN ! the tear and the smile in thine eyes 

■ 

Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies; 
Shining thro’ sorrow’s stream, 

Sadd’ning thro' pleasure's beam. 

Thy suns, with doubtful gleam, 

Weep while they rise ! 

II. 

Erin t thy silent tear never shall cease, 

Erin 1 thy languid smile ne'er shall increase, 
Till, like the rainbow’s light, 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form, in Heaven's sight, 

One arch of peace 1 
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20 OH ! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 



Ajr — The Brown Maid. 

I. 

Oh ! breathe not his name — let it sleep in the shade, 
Where cold and nn honour’d his relics are laid ! 

Sad, silent, and dark, be the tears that we shed. 

As the night-dew that falls on the grass o'er his head I 

II. 

■ t 

But the night-dew that falls, tho' in silence it weeps, 
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps ; 
And the tear that we shed, tho’ in secret it rolls, 

Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 
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weep 1 . and, howe.ver my foes may condemn, Thy tears shall efface their de_ 




WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE-. 


25 


Aitt — The Tor's Sleep, 


I. 

WHEN he who adores thee has left but the name 

■- 

Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 

Oh! say, wilt thou weep when they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee was resign'd ? 

Yes, weep! and, however niy foes may condemn, 
Thy tears shall efface their decree; 

For Heaven can witness, tho' guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee! 

II. 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love, 

Every thought of my reason was thine : — 

In my last humble pray’r to the Spirit above. 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine ! 

Oh ! bless'd are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see ; 

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give 
Is the pride of thus dying for thee ! 


•These word* allude to a story in an old Irish nsanuicript, which ia too long and too melancholy to 


be inserted here* 
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26 THE HARP THAT ONCE, THRO’ TARA’S HALLS. 


A i r - — G ram ackret. 

I. 

THE harp that once, thro' Tara’s halls. 
The soul of Music shed, 

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls 
As if that soul were fled : — 

So sleeps the pride of former days, 

So glory’s thrill is o'er; 

And hearts, that once beat high fot praise, 
Now feel that pulse no more ! 

II. 

No more to chiefs and ladies brignt 
The harp of Tara swells ; 

The chord, alone, that breaks at night. 

Its tale of ruin tells : — 

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, 

The only throb she gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks. 

To show that still she lives 1 
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37 


Air — Plansty Kelly. 


I 

FLY not yet, 'tis just the hour 
When pleasure, like the midnight flower, 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 
Begins to bloom for sons of night. 

And maids who love the moon I 
Twas but to bless these hours of shade 
That beauty and the moon were made ; 
Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing ! 

Oh 1 stay, — oh ! stay, — 

Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, that, oh 1 'tis pain 
To break its links so soon. 


II. 

Fly not yet ; the fount that play ’d. 

In times of old, thro’ Ammon's shade % 
Tho' icy cold by day it ran, 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 
To burn when night was near ; 

And thus should woman's heart and looks 
At noon be cold as winter-brooks. 

Nor kindle till the night, returning. 

Brings their genial hour for burning 
Oh ! stay, — oh I stay, — 

When did morning ever break, 

And find such beaming eyes awake 
As those that sparkle here ! 


* Solii Fobs, Dear the Temple of Ammon* 
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Alfi — Jbhn Q* Ret llu the Active. 
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OH - flunk not my spirits are always as light, 

And as free from a pang, as they seem lo you now ; 

ft 

Nor expect that the heart-beaming smile of to-night 
Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow : — 

No, life is a waste of wearisome hours, 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns ; 

And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers 
Is always the first to be touch'd by the thorns ! 

But send round the bowl, and be happy awhile ; 

May we never meet worse in our pilgrimage here 

Than the tear that enjoyment can gild with a smile. 

And the smile that compassion can turn to a tear ! 

II. 

The thread of our life would be dark, Heaven knows ! 

If it were not with friendship and love intertwin’d ; 

And I care not how soon I may sink to repose. 

When these blessings shall cease to be dear to my mind ! 

But they who have lov'd the fondest, the purest, 

Too often have wept o’er the dream they believ’d ; 

And the heart, that has slumber'd in friendship securest. 

Is happy indeed if ’twas never deceiv’d. 

But send round the bowl ; while a relic of truth 
Is in man or in woman, inis prayer shall be mine — 

That the sunshine of Love may illumine our youth. 

And the moonlight of Friendship console our decline ! 
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THO* THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN WITH SORROW I SEE, 
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Ai r — Couiin . 

I. 

THO* the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see. 

Yet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me ; 

In exile thy bosom shall still be my home. 

And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam 

II. 

To the gloom of some desert, or cold rocky shore, 

i 

Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 

I will fly with my Couiin, and think the rough wind 
Less rude than the foes we 'eave frowning behind : — 

III. 

And I'll gaze on thy gold hair, as graceful it wreathes. 
And hang o'er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes ; 

Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair \ 


* 11 In the twenty-eighth year of the reign of Henry VIII. an Act waa made respecting the habits, and 
dress in general, of the Irish, whereby all persons were restrained from being shorn or shaven above the eari, 
or from wearing Glibbes, or Cotdim , (long locks,) on their heads, or hair on the upper lip, called CrommeaL 
On this occasion a Song was written by one of our bards, in which an Irish Virgin is made to give the pre- 
ference to her dear Couiin (or the youth with the flowing locks), to all strangers (by w r hich the English were 
meant), or those who wore their habits. Of this Song the Air alone has reached us, and is universally ad- 
mired,” — Walker’s Historical Memoirs of Irish Bards, page J34. — Mr, Walker informs us # 
also, that, about the same period, there were some harsh measures taken against the Irish Minstrels* 
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RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WORE, 


Air — Ike Summer is coming. 


I. 

RICH ami rare were the gems she wore*. 

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore ; 

But, oh 1 her beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems and snow-white wand. 

II. 

" Lady J dost thou not fear to stray, 

“ So lone and lovely, thro' this bleak way ? 

“ Arc Erin’s sons so good or so cold 
“ As not to be tempted by woman or gold ?” 

III. 

“ Sir Knight! I feel not the least alarm ; 

“ No son of Erin will offer me harm : 

“ For, lli o’ they love woman and golden store, 

“ Sir Knight ! they love honour and virtue more 1” 

IV. ’ 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the Green Isle; 

And bless'd for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin’s honour and Erin's pride! 


J' 

» 1 T — — - ■ TT T r w - r ■ — .. w ■ " » ■ ~ 

* This Ballad is founded upon the following anecdote : — i( The people were inspired with such a spirit 
if honour, virtue, and religion, by the great example of BlUliN, and by his excellent Administration, that, as 
a proof of it, we are informed that a young Lady of greatbeauty, adorned with jewels and a costly dress, un- 
dertook a journey alone, from one end of the Kingdom to the other, with a wand only in her hand, at the 
top of which was a ring of exceeding great value; and such an impression had the Laws and Government of 
iliis Monarch made on the minds of all the people, that no attempt was made upon her honour, nor was she 
ohbed of her clothes or jewels,^ — Warner’s History of Ireland, VoL, L Book 10* 
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AS A BEAM O'ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS MAY GLOW. Gl 


A i it — The Young Man's Dream. 

I . 

AS a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow, 

While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below, 

So the cheek may be ting'd with a warm sunny smile, 
Tho’ the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while,, 

1 II. 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow, that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our woes, 

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring. 

For which Joy has no balm, and Affliction no sting: — 

III. 

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 
Like a dead leafless branch in the summer's bright ray ; 
The beams of the warm Sun play round it in vain — 

It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again ! 



THE MEETiNG OF THE WATERS*. 



THERE IS NOT IN THIS WIDE WORLD. 


Air — The Old Head of Denis. 


I. 

THERE is not in this wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet® 

Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart I 

II 

Yet it ffias not that Nature had shed o’er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 

Twas not the soft magic of streamlet or hill ; 

Oh ! no — it was something more exquisite still 

III. 

'Twas that friends, the belov’d of my bosom, were near, 

Who made ev’ry dear scene of enchantment more dear ; 

And who felt how the best charms of Nature improve 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

IV. 

Sweet Vale of Ovoca ! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 

Where the storms which we feel in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace ! 


• "The Meeting of the Waters** forms a part of that beautiful scenery which lies between Rathdruru 
tod Arklow, in the county of Wicklow ; and these lines were suggested by a visit to this romantic spat, m 
the summer of the year 1807* 

h The rivers Avon and Ovoca/ 
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No. I, —Price I5r.— Containing 

Carolan's Concerto 

The pleasant Rocks 

Phmxly Drury 

The Beardless Boy 

(h where Glory waits thee 

Remember the Glories of Brien the Brave 

Erin ! the Tear and the Smile in thine Byte 

Oh i breathe 'not his name 

IV hen he who tulores thee 

The Harp that once thro' Tara's Halls 

Fly not yet * 

Ok / think not my Spirits are always as light 

Thu* the last Glimpse of Erin 

Rich and rare were the Gems she wore 

As a Beam o'er the Face of the Waters may glow 

The Meeting of the Waters 

No* IL— P nee t Containing 

St* Sennnus and the Lady 
How dear to me the Hour 
Take back the virgin Page 

The Legacy — -( When in j Death I shall calm recline) 
The Dirge — (How oft has the Benshee cried !) 
JVe may roam thro ' this* World 
Evehcn's Bower — fOh ! weep for the flour) 
Let Er in remember the Days of old 
Silent, oh Moyle ! be the Roar of thy Waters 
Come, send roitnd the Wine 
Sublime teas the Warning 

Believe me, if all those endearing young Charms 

No, III* — Price 1 — Containing 

Ceait dubh Delish > 

The $itQwy~brea$ted Pearl 
PUmxty Johnstone 
Cap to in Megan 

Erin, oh J Erin — ( Like the bright Lamp/ 
Drink to her 


Oh ! blame not the Bard 
While goring on the Moon's Light 
When Daylight teas yet sleeping under the Billow 
Before the Battle — (By the Hope tvifhi it us tp ri ng ing) 
After the Battle 
Oh ! 'tis sweet to think 
The Irish Peasant to his Mistress 
When thro ' Life unblest we rove 
It is not the Tear at this Moment shed 
'Tis believ'd that this Harp 


No. IV, — Price ISj. — Containing 

Love's young Dream— (Oh l the Days are gone) 
The Prince's Day—(Tho* dark are our Sorrows) 
Weep on, weep o« 

Lcj/jia hath a beaming Eye 
I SRic thy Form in youthful Prime 
By that Lake whose gloomy Shore 
She is f>r from the Land 
Nay, tell me not 
1 Avenging and bright 
! What the Bee if to the Floweret 
Love and the Novice [ Here wc dwell in holiest Bowers) 
This Life is all chequer'd 

■ b 

No* V. — Price 1 5$* — Containing 

Thro* Erin's Isle 

At the mid Hour of Night 

One Bumper at Parting/ 

'Tis the last Rose of Summer 
The young May Moon 
The Minstrel Boy 
, The Valley lay smiling before me 
Oh / had we some bright little Isle 
Farewell/ but whenever you welcome the Hour 
Oh ! doubt me not 
You remember Ellen 
f'd mourn the Hopes that leave me 


No. VI. — Price 1 5s . — Containing 

Come o'er the Sea 

Has Sorrow thy young Days shaded ? 

No, not more welcome 
When first / met thee 
While History's Muse 
The Time Pve lost irt wooing 
Oh / where's the Slave ? 

Come , rest in this Bvsom 
p TtJ gone, and for ever 
I jotr from the Beach 
Fill the Bumper fair 
Dear Harp of my Country 

No. YII.— Price 15 s, — Containing 

My gentle Harp / once more I waken 
As slow our ship her foamy Track 
In the Morning of Life, when its Cares are unknown 
When cold in the Earth lies the Friend thou hast lov'd 
Remember thee ! yes, while there's Life in this Heart 
Wreath the Bowl 
Whene'er I sec those smiling Eyes 
If thou' It be mine, the Treasures of Ait 
To Ladies' Eyes a Round, Boy 
Forget not the Field where they perish'd 
1 They may rail at this Life 
| Oh for the Swords of Jhrtner Time J 

No. VIII.— Price Containing 

Ne'er ask the Hour 
Sail on, sail on 
The Parallel 
Drink of this Cup 
The Fortune-teller 
Oh ye Dead ! 

O' Donohue' s Mistress 
The Echo 
Oh banquet not 
Thee t thee , only thee 
Shall the Harp, then, be silent ■' 
j Oh the Sight entrancing 
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No* I, — Price 12s . — Containing 

?> , * ' J* f \ 3 

A temple to frte*dshi* . , . fiS&nith. 

All that's bright must fade Indian 

Dost thou remember ?* tlrp(t((( Portuguese 
I* are thee well ! thou lovely one !, * Sicilian 
Flow on, thou shining river I , . * . Portuguese 
Ob ! come to me when daylight sets Venetian 

Oft in the stilly night Scotch 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty Italian 

Should those fond hopes Portuguese 

So warmly we met Hungarian 

Those evening bells. .Beits of St, Petersburg 
Hark ! the vesper hymn is stealing Russian 


No. IL— Price Containing 

Coiie^clirffee tly|tata|tiflg Imt A*ay French C 

Common sense arid “geliiuo Ditto 

Gaily sounds the castunet «*,*•« Maltese 
Hear me but once French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting Portuguese 

Love and Hope »,.« Swiss 

Lo ve is a hunter-hoy Languedatian 

My hurp has one unchanging theme Swedish 
Oh ! no, not e'en when first we lov'd CaMwierian 
Peace be around thee .......... Scotch 

Then fare thee well ........... 4 English 

There comes a time ............ German 


No. III. —Price I2i.— Cofllaitiiag 

Brijhi Se <liy Qr^|is. , Welsh 

The Costal Huntere . *. IS . - Swiss 

Go then — 'tis vain Sicilian 

Oh days of Youth + . . French 

Peace to the Slumbems. ..... Catalonian 

Row gently here ............ V enetian 

Say wtftahftll be our sport to-day Sicilian 
See ihl dawn from Heaven .... Italian 

When first that Smile. *.*.,.* Venetian 
When Love was a Child ...... Swedish 

When thou shalt wander. ..... Sicilian 

Who'll buy inv Love-knots. , . . Portuguese 


Farewell Theresa, . . ,,,,,,,,, Venetian 
Go now and dream .Sicilian 

Here sleeps ike Rani Highland 

Jlow oft when watching stars. .Savoyard 
Ne'er talk of wisdom's gloomy sell ool Mu h raita 
Nets and cages. m , Swedish 


No. IV . — Price 12s . — Containing 

Take hence the Bowl Neapolitan 

-Though 'tis all but a dream * . French 
* 'Tis when the cup is smiling .* Italian 
When the first summer Bee ..German 
When through the Piazetta ..Venetian 
Where shall we burr our shame Neapolitan 


* * 
* 


* * 


This Work is published in Royal Quarto , embellished with Illustrations, designed In/ l - STOlIIARD, IL A.> and 

engraved by CHARLES HEATH, J, MITJN\ and C. MARK, 

An Edition of Nos. I, II. III. and IV., with New Plates, is just published, in Two Volumes, and may be had in Boards, 

24$., each Volume, or in a variety of Elegant Bindings , — f To be continued j. 
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A SERIES OF SACRED SONGS, DUETS, AND TRIOS, 

The Words by Thomas Moore, Esq.; the Music composed and selected by Sir John Stevenson and Mr. Moore**** £ 1 I ^ 


Thou art , ah God / 

This world is all a fleeting Show 

Fallen is thy Throne 

Who is the Maid? (St, Jerome's Love) 

The Bird let loose 

Oh I Thou who drfst the Mourner's Tears 


No. L — Containing 

j Weep not for those 
The Turf shall be my fragrant Shrine 
Sound the loud Timbrel (Miriam's Song) 
Go, let me weep 
Come mt t oh Lord f 

The Second Number in the Press 


Were not the sinful Mary's Tears 
As down in the sunless Retreats 
| But who shall see 
1 Almighty God f (Chorus of Priests) 

Oh fair / oh purest l (St* Augustine to Ids Si-ftr) 


A SELECTION OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, . 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano-Forte by Ik R. BISHOP, and Words by HORACE TWISS* Ewj«-^Pru’t: lot. 


Connf nof the Hours 
A Stranger is come 
O do not think my words are cold 
5 my Visions of Life 


No, I . — Con ta i nittg 

My Love is but a Lassie yet 
7 'he Shadows are stealing 
Dear Girl 
The Crystal Waters 


Oh cast not a Damp on Mr* Hour of Delight 
Oh why is yon Cottage so desolute 
Fare ye wi lt, my pretty Sophy / 

Yet , ere I seek a distant shore 


A SELECTION OF WELSH MELODIES, 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments by JOHN PARRY.- 

No. L— * Contain ing 

Druidicnl Chorus, on the lauding of the Romans 
The Sea Song of Guvran 
The Hall of CynddyJan Is gloomy to-night 
The Hock of Cader Idris 

The Lament of Llywarcb Hen i 

Grufydd's Feast 

The Cambrian in America 

Sons of the fail Isle forget not the time 

Taliesin's Prophecy 

Owuin Glyndwr's War Song 

Prince Mudog’s Farewell 

Cassations Triumph 

Press on my steed I hear the swell * 

The Mountain Fires 
White Snowdon 
The Chant of the Bards 


—The Words by Mas, flEM AN S. No* I and 2., Price Mitt* each. 

No, II , — Carifainiw? 

i j 

The Green Isles of Ocean 

Be happy to-day 

'Tis the step of my Morvydd 

Strike the Harp 

Sweet Vale of the Tywi 

l crossed in its beauty thv Dee's Druid water 

■r #' 

The Summer Storm is outlie Mountain 
The Lament of the Last Druid 
Ellen dear 

The Heroes of Cym ru 

The Exile of Cambria 

Ve free Sous of Cambria 

Oh Cambria! the Dtiys of thy Glory 

The Hirlas Horn 

Oh Wallia I around thee 

The Death of Llywelyn 
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• VOCAL MUSIC. 

A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIES. 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments by C* E. HORN, and Poems written to die Airs by Wm, READER, Jun. Esq.— Price 15 j 

No, 1 . — Containing 

'Red is the Billow's Spray Fair Dream / - * Wight is failing 

Hate of this enchanted Fate Bring me the Wine \ From the Hill 

Hurk ! the Song How true the Spot i Oh! come thou not near 

In the woody Wild* J 1 In vain thou callest 1 Maul of the wildly-wishing Eye 


LALLA ROOKH** 

tfdectwm J Y&m that Celebrated PoEM^Ae Music by the following Noble and Eminent Composers — 

l d. 


Five Songs and a Duet . .., * Lady Fiint 5 

Spirit of blise, Trio , * * 4 . . , Lord Burgkersf* . . 3 

Fly to the desert, Coiizouctt Ditto 2 

Beademeer's Sireaiu*,**, , ,, P ...... , 2 

Her hands were clusp'dj Recit, and Air T* Atttcood 1 

The Acacia Bower Ditto** *.*.*•• p * - 1 

The cold wave ray love lies under . . Ditto 1 

The song of the fire worshipper . Ditto •»••«*** *? • * 2 
The Arabian maid .*. 4 , ,.,*■**,.** Bishop *,*»»,..** 2 

Th« feutafrosn Ditto , « 2 

'The Georgian maid Z)iMo 2 

The Peri pardoned, Recit* and Aria , , Dr. Clarke 2 


JNamotina’s song, Recit. and Aria . , * * Dr. Clarke 2 

Oh I let me only breathe the air. , * * * * J . C. C/t/fon , , , , I 

We part for ever Harris I 

Bendeemer's Stream, Ballad ........ W . Hawes * * 2 

Paradise and the Peri, Recit, and Song Ditto ............ 2 

A ruby's Daughter , , * * **.,,** G\ Kiallmark. .... * 2 

Then fly with me. Ballad. ........... vDiffo ............ 1 

Fly to the desert, Ballad Ditto ............ 2 

Hiuda's appeal to her lover Ditto 2 

*Tw as his voice, Recit. and Air ****** Sir ,/* SVftrei 2 $£m ..2 
Now mom is blushing, ditto *,,„,*** jDr//o **,******* P • 2 

OKI fair as the sea-flower, Ballad , , , , T . Welsh ** 2 

The Peri's song, ditto..,,*. Ditto ... 2 


The S pi r it* a song, Recit. An d ante & Aria Ditto 2 0 || The Peri's song, ditto.,,,*, Ditto ,,** *«• 2 1 

J. Power begs to inlorm the Coraposers of Music, and Music-sellers, that he is the only person authorized by Messrs. Longman and Co. 

to publish, with Music, the Sougs or Verses in the above Poem* 


HANDELS SONGS. 

% 

Arranged with a Piam+Forte Accompaniment AySnt John Stevenson* Mus. Doc. 

f« d, r 3 . dm 

No, I , Lord, remember David J*, ,*. * I 0 No. 4, Comfort ye, my people «... , l U 

— 2, Holy, Holy, Lord God A mighty., 1 0 — 5, Deeper and deeper * 1 ti 

— 3, I know that my Redeemer hveth * I 0 — 6, Angela ever bright and fair l 0 

(To be continued.) 


SERIES OF SONGS, &c. 

COMPOS££) BY HENRY R. BISHOP. 


No. I, Absence (written by Thomas Campbell, Esq.) 

2. Scenes of my Childhood (written by Mrs. Cornwall B. Wilson,) , , 

3. O lowly is the Summer Morn(wntten by Miss Anna Maria Porter) 

[To be continued.) 


j. tL 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 


A DRAMATIC FAIRY- SCENE, The Words by Cli Aft les Hallett, Esq.* the Music by T. Rovedino, price 5 s, 

■ * »■ p ^ , _ j , , . _ 

A SERIES OF FRENCH SONGS, 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 

s. d. , 1 . d. 

Le Vailtant Troubadour , , Sauvan * . , * , * 1 O f Rose d 1 Amour . Boteldicu*.* . 1 o 

Le Portrait *,*,,»***,* * i 0 j JDe puis to net eras Gen Lille Annette Dhlo ...... I 0 

Le Serment F ran^flip , * 1 0 Le Gentil Housard * 1 0 

P Alton t pour la Syrie I 0 | Celui qui sut toucher mou cceur* . 1 0 

(To be continued.) 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DUETTS, &c. &c. 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 


j i 

Ah Perdona, Duett , Mozart t 

Batti bfttti o bel * Ditto 1 

Che dice trial cBamore , Mayer .......... 1 

Deb vieni alia finestr;t Mozart l 

L>i piacer mi balza 1 i cor. Rosstni -2 

Fin eh' han da) vino, Mozart I 

FratanteGfigoecie Carafa 2 

Giovinette'cbe fate. Duett and Chorus Mozart 1 

La ci darem b muno Duett .... iVoicrf , * I 

La dove prende. Duett Ditto 1 


*■***■ ■— 


. , I 0 Lungi dal cam bene Sarti 1 

p , 1 0 Non pill andral Motart ~ 

. , 1 (J Oh quanto 1' anima ,,.... Mayer .......... * 

. . \ 0 Su V aria ..***.**,*., Duett Mozart J 

* . 2 0 Sul Margins I 

. , 1 0 ' Tu che accendi . . . . Rossini .......... 2 

* * 2 0 Vetlerlo sol bramo. ..... Duett ...... Paer 2 

, * 1 f> V^eilrai carino Mozart „ , ....... 1 

, . I 0 Voi che sapete Mozart ..*.**..«• * 

1 0 Zitti, Zitti, Piano, Piano, .. Trio .. Rossini ....*■ 1 

(To be continued .) 


1 . tf* 
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VOCAL MUSIC* 


SONGS. 


ABSENCE , .... 

Adieu, at day-break 

A fare wel I ! 

Ah l me, why should I heave the fond 

Ah f say, lovely Emma I * * 

Ah ! what woe* are mine 

Ah ! who would heed the teeming sigh ? 

Alice of Fyfe* 

A medley , t 

Anjj thou art young 
Annot Lyle , 4l * f 

A raby’s daughter lilf 

A rosy cheek 

A aid lang syne, 

Auld Robin Grav 

Away with this pouting and . 

A youth sat sighing 

Banks of A linn Water 

Be gov f be gay ! 

Be sure that a amort little maid 

Bi II of fare 

Black and bl ue eyes 1(t 

Blighted rose 

Bold is the maiden's heart 

Bosoms who conquer'd and bled. * * * . , 

Bud in beauty 


Bishop ..... 
Kiallmark . . . 
Stevenson * . * 

Kttiy ** 

Stevenson . . * 

Ditto 

ffom 

West ....... 

/fpra * . # « *. * 
King ******* 
Doyle * ...... 

Kiallmark mm * 

■jf^OrU , . m * I r + 

Bums ,*** . 
Ditto ....... 

T, M - , Esq, . 
Kelly ....... 

Horn 

Stevenson . * * 
King 

Horn . i . . i . . 

...I* 

S /even ton 

Ketty . . . 
Ditto r , . 
Stevenson 


s. d, 

3 0 


2 

2 

1 

1 

£ 

1 

£ 

1 

£ 

£ 

2 


■ f ■ p 


Can I again that form carets ? 

Cease, oh i cease ta> tempt * , , . 

Cease your funning, (AVu Edition ) . 

Chain and lute 

Chapter on pockets 

Child of glory * * * * 

Come, all you forsaken 

Come, take the hnrp 

Come, tell me, says Rosa ,,,,,,,,, 
Come tell me where the maid is found 
Contradiction 


Moort 

Ditto 


Watmisley 


Ketty r . „ , * 
Dr* Clarke 
Stevenson * 
Ditto ..... 

Ditto 

Cooke ..... 


1 

t 

1 

I 

1 

£ 

1 

1 

2 
£ 

1 

£ 

2 

1 

2 

1 

2 

1 

1 

1 

2 

1 

2 

I 


Day of love * * * Moore , 

Damon’s complaint , * * , Kitty . , . 

Dandy beau Cooke , , . 

Dear aunt . „ 4 Moore , 

Dear Fanny .Stevenson 

Dear Indies, listen to uiy tale Howell * 

Dearest Ellen, awoke Emdin * 

Deep in my soul Duval 

Did not? * ... Moore 

Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom Smith I 

Does the harp of Rosa il umber ? .... Stevenson ******** I 
Donald, [new e Citron) 1 






2 

2 

1 

2 
2 

1 

2 

I 

1 


Emblem 

Ethereal hoj>e, nuptial song, . 
Every hour I lov'd thee more 

Exile of Erin , * . 

Expost ulution 


Fair as the morns light. 

Fair lady, why this frowning 

F air Rosa t 

Fanny, dearest 

F anny was in the grove 

Fare thee well, thou first and fairest ! 

Farewell, Bessy ! #( 

Fly , fly away 

Fly from the world, O Bessy 1 l( „ 

Fly to the desert 

FolUf the 

F ot her I die . ; *»-#***,,,*. 

Friend of my soul 

From glorCa Heights descending, , . , 
From life, without freedom , * . . . , , 4 

Gallant Troubadour 

Georgian mind .m#..,..,.*,,.. .. 

Give, love 1 give 

Golden chain*, 4 „ . 

Good night 

tin, sweet enchantress ! 

Gwen spot that blooms 


* * 


Hont 2 

Hawes 2 

Blewitt 2 

Campbell ,*.,*..* 1 
Kitty 1 

B. LiviuSt Esq, 

Cooke . 

Parry 

Moore ....... 

T* AT, Esq . * 
Motincux 
Moore . , 

Parry** * * 

Moore , * 

Kiallmark 
Ketty .... 

Stevenson 
Moore * . 

Kelly .... 

Moore * t 


m * * 


1 

t 

f 

£ 

I 

l 

1 
J 
J 

2 

1 
1 
1 
1 

2 


Stevenson Q 

Bishop ********** 2 
Beethoven ******** 2 

Leonard* * 2 

Moore ********** 2 

Stevenson * 2 

Ketty ************ I 


0 

O 

6 

6 

0 

G 

0 

6 

0 

0 

0 


1 6 


0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

0 

6 

6 

0 

0 

c 

0 

0 

c 

0 

0 

0 

0 

6 

6 

9 

6 

0 

it 

o 

0 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

6 

6 

G 

6 

o 

9 

0 

9 

0 

6 

6 

€ 

6 

o 

0 

0 

(i 

6 

6 

0 

0 

6 

6 

G 

o 

0 

6 

0 

0 

o 

0 

G 




GmttO 

Hapless Mary ! 

Hark \ the trumpet, hark ! 

Heath, this night, must be my bed*, , 
Hence, faithless hope ! 

Henry und Sue 
Here, in this lone little wood 
Here’s the bower 
Her heart was made to love . 

Hoax * * " . 

Hope, thou Nurse **...*, 

Hope told a flattering tale , 

Hou r of victory . + *,,*.*.*, 

How happy onee **..*...* 

H ash’d be that sigh 
Hush [ dearest, hush l ... 


Parry . . * 
Dr, Clarke 
Cooke * * * * i 
Kemp ***** 
Stevenson * 
Horn * * * * * 
Stevenson * 
AJoore , , , 
Horn ***** 
Ditto .... * 


* 4 




Paisiello * 
Stevenson 
AJoore , 
Stevenson 
Horn * * * 


I always turn to thee ,..,,,**»**. ,* 

1 can no longer stifle. 

Je sun tin pa uv re Savoyard 

If I swear by that eye 

If maidens would marry 

If then t > love thee be offence, ,*,,.** 

I f winter frowns *,**.•* ,********... * 

1 have woven a garland for thee 

I’ll love thee ever dearly 

I 'm deep in love ********** ******* 

\ ' m w euTiivg awa ************ ****** 

I’m wearing away !*••«*• 

In days of old * 

Indian maid * 

] never told my love 

I never will deceive thee 

In moments to delight ************** 

In the days of my youth . * * * 

In vain may that bosom 

Invitation, the , t ,, 4 *,*.*.,,,*.*,* * 

I n yonder bower 

1 sigh for the days that are gone 

It is not that a woman's eyes * . . 


Kelly 

T. M' t Esq 
Ware ***** 
Stevenson * 

Horn 

Stevenson . 
Horn .... * 
Holden * * * 
f < . * ■ 1 , * 4 . 
Parry 

Burns ..,*.,* 
Stevenson ,...* 

Horn 

Kelly * .*,,*.* * 
Ditto ..******* 
Parry ******* 
Watmisfey * * . . . 
King ********* 

Ketty 

Turnbull ***** 
Arnold 

A illy ,.»****** 
Cooke ********* 


1 * I 


P ■* 4 f * * 


■ * t* 


K itty of Coleraine 
Lament, the 

Land of Shlllehih 

1 and o* the Leal ^JVVid Edition J 
Light as the slvndows of evening 
Light sou i ids tlie Harp 
Lilia, come down to me #41 , ,,*,.**. 

Little Mary’s eye 

London, now Is out of town .**.,,.,,* 
Look tbat says I love thee 
Lord of the castle 

Lottery', the *«*»•«,**• * ,,**..*>. * 

Love 

Love and Folly. * 

Love and Time. 

Love Bird 

Love, honour, and obey \ ************ 

Love in a storm * . , * * 

Love, like an April day 

Lover’s Smiles ********* 

Love's light summer clrnid .......... 

Love thee, dearest, love thee * . ...... 

Love wd| find out the way ...,.**., 
Loud the trump of war was blowing . , 


d, 
6 
o 
0 
6 
0 
6 
o 
0 
6 
6 
O 
o 
6 
9 
6 
0 

6 
o 
6 
9 
6 
0 
6 
G 

5 
€ 
9 
0 
O 

6 
6 
6 
6 
0 
6 
0 
£ 
£ 
6 

9 
9 
1 0 


j* 

1 

2 
£ 
I 
£ 
1 
£ 
£ 
I 
1 
1 
1 
1 
£ 
I 

1 

i 

1 

1 

1 

2 
1 

1 
1 
1 
1 

2 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
t 
3 
1 
i 
1 

I 

« 


^ * f 


Stevenson * * 
Moore i * * * 

Cooke 

T* A/., Esq, 
Ware 
Cooke , t * 
King *** 
Moore * 
Horn * * * 
Smith , * * 
JtV//y * * * 
Smith m . , 
Cooke. . 
Barry , 
Horn * * . 
Turnbull 
Moore 
Moore 
Little . * 
Horn * * * 


* * 


■*■*■** 


# * 


1 

1 

£ 

2 

1 

1 

1 

1 

2 

1 

1 

2 

1 

1 

J 

1 

2 

2 

2 

2 

1 


Maid of M nrli vale* ............. 

Maid of the rock ...,,.*,.****- 
Maid whose heart ivas cold to love 

Munsiou of love, 

March away, Helen 1 . 
Mary, I believ’d thee true ...... 

IMo lody ,***■ . * * 

My heart and lute 

My heart’s my own 

My life, I love thee !..** * 

My love hastes him home. # . * . 4 * 
My love, when thou’rt away . * . . 
My dying sire 

My mother did one rule bequeath 


Stevenson *.**,..* 2 

Ditto I 

Ditto ..ti##. . .... 2 

Emdin ********** 2 
Horn ************ 3 
Stevenson ******** I 
Hawes ********** 2 
Moore atid Bishop * * 2 
I 


1 


Kelly 

Horn ...... .... 

A^VAa/jti* ....*.,* 2 

Kelly ... * * * I 

Horn i . « i 1 1 > 1 1 : m l 


0 

6 

G 

0 

0 

6 

G 

G 

0 

6 

6 

o 

6 

6 

6 

6 

9 

a 

0 

0 

rt 

o 

6 

0 

0 

6 

6 

0 

0 

0 

G 

0 

0 

G 

0 
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VOC AL ML’SIC. 


5 


Namo una’s song ***..**, 
Nay, weep not ! dear Ellen 

Ned of the hills , . * 

Nightingale, the 

No joy without my love , * 
Now {»otii is blusmiiff *, 


t I M i * < I * * 


* * ■ 


Dr. Clarke 
Smith * 
Owen s on 
Sola • * « 
Cooke . . m 
Stevenson 


s. d. 

2 G 


****** 




i • 


M I i t 


* * * * * * 


Obey 1 

Oh! cmne, sweet lass ! . * . *..**«,, * * * 

Oh ! fair a* the se<i flower 

Oh ! fate in pity 

Oh! give me the heart that h cheerful 
Oh ! if those eyes deceive me not , * * 

Oh ! Liberty .*.**,** 

Oh! listen to your lover . 

Oh list unto ray tale of * 

Oh ! lovely is the summer morn 
Oh! Nanny,, wik thou gang *, 

Oh ! never doubt tny love 

Oh ! never from the maid depart, , * * , * 
Oh ! nothing in liFe can sadden us ,,,, 
Oh! Patrick 

Oh 1 remember the time *v,\ . * 

Oh! see those cherries ****** '* * , , « , . * 

Oh ! smile not thus # , > * / * . *v* 

Oh! soon retu ru 

Oh ■ tu rn away those mouffifui eyes . * 
Oh ! w hite is the snow * * . *\v* ...***, 
Oh! why should the girl of my soul 
Oti ! Woman ! ^ ******* * 

Oh! wonds of green Erin 
Oh j would I ne T er had seen thee! 

Oh ! yes— so well, so tenderly , * 

Oh ! yes, when the bloom * , * 4 

One dear smile * < 

Orator Puff **.*,**.,,,***,*., 
Orphan boy *,,*..*********,,, 

O softly sleep l ,**, 

Paddy in London 4 , , . . 

Paddy the jri per ^ * * , , , , , , , . * , * * * . * 
Pangs of absence * * + , , , . * ,,•,***•«. 

Parting hour is come, love 

Parting look she gave 

Pleasures of Brighton * . 

PI u med cast] * , 

Poh ! Deruiot, go*long with your goiter 

Pray, Goody ! * 

Pretty Sophy 

Probability . .,,*. Mitl 

Rabbinical origin of woman ., ** F , . *. 
Ray that beams for ever 

Remembrances . * * * * ,*..*** . 

Return, my love ., * * ,»,.•'.*,**»** * 

Roderigh Vicb-Al pipe* , *,,,.*.•**.* 
Roll, drums, merrily *..**•***•■* + 
Rose of ufteciiou 

Sale of loves 

Savoyards return \ , \\ , 

Say, pretty weeping figure * , , , 

Scenes of my childhood 
Scots whu late wi 1 Wallace bled 
Sea Boy’s Dream •«*,*.,,*.** 

Send the bowl round merrily 
Soft breezes breathing * * * * . 

Soft Zephyr tl41P(1 , )it( , 

Soldier, rest ! ,.*.**■*,**; 

Spanish patriots 

Spirit of joy 

Spirit’s song **.,,*,, 

Stay, one moment stay ! * * # 

Summer* ***** , 

Sweetest moments life allows 
Sweet is love 

Sweet is the beam of morning 

Sweet is the dream * 

Sweet lady l look not thus 
Sweet minstrel, sing ! . * * 

Sweet robin 

Sweet Rose, come away ! # 

Sweet ieducer ,**.***** 

Tablet of love *.-*.,,** 

Take back tl se sigh , * , * , 

Tarry, ye moment* ** *, 


* ■ * ■ # « 


• * 


Horn ****** 
Stevenson . * 

Welsh 

Horn. . * , . * 

Cooke ,.**,« 
Stevenson *, 

Moore . * . * 

Horn ! , , * * * 
Stevenson ** 

Ri.iAop , *** 

Carter * * * , 

Cooke * . , * . * 

King .,*,,. 

T. M. t Ej^* 

Btsftof) * * * * 

Moore ,.** 

IHfto ****** 

Smith. . * * . * 

Moore . * * .*>,■« * 
fi/ccert ******** 
Ketty 

Mvore ***** 

Ditto ************ 
Doyle 

SVrecnjOTi *,**,,*, 

Moon **.*.,..** 

Ditto * 

Moore ********** 

Ditto „ * * . 

l S wi it h *■ ***** , ■ * * ■ - * 
Ditto ****** 


t * i 1 


J risk Air * * 

Ditto 

Philipps .. 
Doyle , . ; * 
Turnbull * * 
Horn ****** 
Kelly #***»■ 
T* j!7,, E&q. 


* J * »«-■-** 4 


■* r 1 
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Taste life’s glad moments 
That shepherd, sure, U he 
There 'it not a joy this norld can give, . 

Thf re *s the bower * t 

They bid me sleep ,**,**» **.,..* * . 
Think no arore, love, of.om psATling *,**.* 
r ( ho’ far from < thee I'm roving , ,*,»**,, 

TW late* my- girl* IP v.. 

Tho’ gaily smiles the opening spring ** 

Tho’ winter frowns' ::***«;•• ^ 

Tl io u hast seitt me u flowery band * . . * 
Thunder- bolt frigate ,, * *. ***,**.» . 
Thy gentle matmers* ***** * . .-*,,** . 

Thyrsis 

ThyrZft 

’Tb love that should rule the breast * . 

’Tii Love, ’tis Love* 

’Ti$ wine alone can banish care ****** 
To Julia, weeping **...**,**, . * * * . 

Toll not the bell ******* 

To love thee 

To the brook and the willow ******** 
Too soon the flowers of spring may fade 
Trimn ph of Rus«k» «*.w* ,* ,,,****< 
Trumpet of glory*, **,*.****,****-* 
T T was his own voice Mfl . t ,...**.i 

’Twas on a wild Hitd lonely 

T)Tolese song *;***,,*.**...*****• 

Ulrica **** 

VittOfiii , . * « 


W nhuisley ******** 
St.vcnson ...,*.** 
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Kemp ............ 
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Dallas »*•*>* o « * 
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Wake, maid of 1,-orn * * 

Waters of EUe 

What’s life unblest with Love. *,.**»* 

When a man weds *■* , , 

Whence cun you inherit *.*.,****.*. 
When Charlet WEia deceived **.«***,,* 
When fickle mail for woman sighs, * . . 
When from fhy sight, love ..****.,,* 
When I first told my Rotia 1 lov'd, . . * 
When "I think of my own green glen 
When I went for a soldier ,,*...*#** 
When Leila touch'd t lie late **..*.*. 
Wlieii love gets in the youthful brain ,* 
W'lieu love and truth together play’d** 
When love was fresh from his cradle. . 

When midst the gay* ********** 

When night was spreading o'er me , * . * 
When storms disturb old ocean’s lied. . 

When the days of t lie summer 

When the girl of ray heart 
When the rose-bud of summer ****** 
When time, who steals* ************* 
When twilight dews. ** ( **,i tlM . « * * 
When woe on the bosom of mfercy * * * * 
While parted from the youth * * 

Whilst 1 listen to thy voice ******** * . 
Wlulst on the beach [ wander ******** 

White rose of honor , * * . * 

Who would not love ? *_**•**■■* **••* 
Why comes he not *,**..,***,*.*** 
Wi I Ham and Jannett , , , * ** *.,**-*.* 
Will you tx ime to the bower ? ******** 
Wilt thou fcay farewell, love ? ........ 

Winds, whisper gently ..,**** 
Woman’s power ending never. 
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Woman’s sridle * , * * . * 

Woman, who conquers all * 

Woodbine cottage *.**,*,*,*,».*** 

Woodman’s cot, *********** 

W ond pecker .*.,***,•• 

W reafch you wove 

Ye banks and brsies, (jicu* edition J . * * * 
Ye light fprtps of fancy » f v ,*..*** * 

Yes, it h t love i 

Yes, thro' the wide world 
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Young Jessica 


Young love . , ; . ***** , - h 
Y ottng son of chivalry * , * , 
Y outh i adore *,***,..* 
Youth is but short* .,**.* 
\ r ou watch’d the sun’s ray 
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Zounds, ray lad •*,,**, 


Moore . . . 

Kelly ..... 
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Turnbull . 

Horn * * * *< 

Moore . * * 

Horn * * * * 

Philipps * 

We st .. ... 

Moore * * * 
Stevenson * 

King 

K tail mark * 

Dr. 'Cfarkt f 
Stevenson 4 
Moore * . * 
Stevenson * 

Howell » • ■ 

King 

Stevenson * 

Doyle . . 

Kelly... 

Cooke 

Smith 

Sanderson ******** 
T. M. t Esq. ****** 
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Stevenson ******** 
Keants *«**.***■« 
P^rry . * 

Cooke i. * * * 

Stevenson 

Kelly * * * . 
Ditto**., ****** 
Moore ********** 

Btrrns .*,**#***» 
j Kelly «.*«* **■**,*, 
Cliffon * * * * * 
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Welsh Air *«.*---* 
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A h I sny if the glance Black 

Alas' poor Lu bin «. «!>•••<» SlcuCTiJW 

As with slow-moving ««r ,« i»>. ,«*•*. Jtl«g * * * 

Catherine ^ Stewart 

Chiefta 

C hi ii k- - ft^chin k ■<* + »** Horn * * * * * * 

Come* friendly night •.**.-.*•« + *** Bivins * * * - 
Come* ail ye youths » * * , * * , * * • * » « * Harris .... 
Congenial to tVi^tids 
Could u man be secure {nett? edition). 


X) ear, in pity _ 

D mgon ft y - * - 
Dress, with me, the myrtle bower 
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Edmund of the hill .•> f »*>••« * Ditto . * 

F uitbful love i,.**-...**-,*#*#-.- Parry 
Fare thee- well L.--**..-*-*---***** Ditto u 
Flowers tn the east ^ 4 4 ICe it 
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Heave one sigh 
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Wum 

Here is the lip * Moore , ym * * j* 

I fe s gone, ah 1 me - « hemp **..** ****** 2 

How Happy pnSsM mom’s pleasant dream Afaitucrfon , , * % -* * * 1 

If fort line amife helhf . ■ * * - * * - * * * • 1 

In searth of glory . * . * * * . v. Looked •*•*»*•*«> 

Invest my head with fragrant rose * * * , Stevemon . * . * * . * 

Joys that pass away , *,* - Moore m^mmh 2 

Lady, by Cupid's darts 1 swear . * * . * Dr* Clarke *•»«*• - 

Life-boat ^ ore * f } 

Love and the sun-dial **.. i** . ><*•■ Ditto * 

Love in thine eyes [irrew? ediffon) » * * * Jackson »* ^*»»**» * 

Lov£, my Mary, dwells •> Stevenson ........ 2 

Love, wand’ ring thro’ tl» golden lunae Ditto ******* 3 
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Mourn not, silly mortal* 

Night* of music 
No 1 never shall my soul forget* 

Now bright July to pftStture calls . 


O ctinna weep •*.- 
Our first young love 
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Tell me where is fancy Ijred ? . >• B)ittu . ■ • • ■ * • ■ 9 

. L> i«o ... .auto Arranged by Bishop i 

That I no longer wish to rove.. ...... Stevenson 

Think on me. Ditto .... a 

Thro* silent woods * * * ..*..,** . * * * ■ ■ ■ - * " ‘ f * 

Time has not ^till’d [new edition) - * Jackson * * * * 

Together let us range the lields ...... Or. Boyce, 

Turn to this heiirt * * ** orn ** mm * 

Wake thee, my dear "* & 

Warrior s »° u 1 y ll in'Arnwl ,,****** 4^oone*+ * 4 • • * * * * * * ^ 

WeU-a-day !■ * - * - * Jrl&m ,,* 4411 -.*-* 

When in languor slc^psMhe heart . * * - Stevenson 

1 When Jove f ront the skies Horn * * * 

When war unfurls htattauner bright ** King *- * 

Where hs the light from' Lara’s tower ? Stevenson - * * * * * * * 2 
While par ted from the youth I love ■ * * • King * 

Wilt thou eny farewell, love ? * - * 1 Bishop 

Wine to cSiter * \i ir ^ 

Would you gain by art Kelly * 

Young rose , - . 4 , *.#****«**"**«*' * Moot e * - * * - ^ 
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A broken cake * * i Stevenson 4 * 4 , 4 *-* 2 

Alleii-a-Dale , 

And will' he not come aguifi * . . * Stevenson J 

Archer^ glee. * 4 .** »* 1 ** 444 - Ditto 4 .,**.*** - * * 

A wake ! A polio calls , * r , ; , - . * * * * * ’* Ditto 

Banks of AUanwater , * . * - * . • * * * * - * Hawes 4 

B lithe are the bowers of Mo&elUi -*-*** Kelly 2 

Bleat were the days * . , * ** . * Stevenson **«**'*- tJ: 

Boat trio — *“ Row gently, :ow ” ^ ti0 * ^ 

Buds of Roses Ditto - 


Canadian boat-song , * « + * * * * *. * * * * * *.* ffl° 0TC ***••**. * * 3 
Cease not yet, aweet bard ! * # - * * . * • ■ ■ A tevenion ******** * 

Come, buy my cherries, Ace - - . Ditto. 4 - * ****** • * 2 

Come, follow me ...***- * * * Ditto * , , * * * * * * < 

Day set on Norham^ castle sleep . . * * Lord Burgfi^r^i 
Doubt thou the stars are fire, * „ * * * * - Stevenson * * * - * 
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Fairy glee. * r* n - * * J)i 7 (q.*.,.*« 4 .*. 

Fair and False , - * . * * Lord Bvrgtursh * , 9 

Fill, fill the goblet * Aylmer \ 

Finland love-song Moore 2 

G i ve tne the harp Stevenson 5 

Happy love * , , . * - . * * . * . * , , « * * * * ■ ■ Ditto * 3 

Hark! the bell i« ringing 2 

Hark l thro’ the long Resounding halls A'ing ** . 

Here’s the bower ■•,,*,■**4,* AXtfWJUOW 

Hermits « * * 

Holy be the pilgrim’s sleep, * , 1 , . . - . * Moore , 

1 mark'd not eyes. * * , » i . 4.4 •• *, 4 , * * Steveilson .* 44 * 4 ** 9 

Lonely isle Horn * 
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Mountain cot. . 
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Nor throne of *tat£ ........ + * 

Now ii the merry month of MhJ * - * * * < 
Now let the warrior wave his sWrd-,, 
Now the star of day is h igh * ■ * * 
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Stevenson ....... 

Hie hard* 2 

Kelly I....*. I 

Stevenson * - 5 

Moo re 9 

Stevenson .ii....* 3 
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A/oore * * . * - - . * * - 3 
'Stevenson , . . * . * . * 3 
Bif/o 2 

S/fcciuan * * * * - . » - L 
Horn I****,. * 444 * 3 
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Ocean king ***.*♦- 
Oh 1 lady fair !.*-*. 

Oh ! stay, sweet fair 
Oh I telhue, pilgrims * 

Raise the %o\m . 

Rbderigh V icri- Alpine # 

Sigh not thus, oh I simple boy 

Sir Rowland the brave 

Soldier, Test ! * . ... — ^ 

Song that lightens the languid way * * * * Moore *'*;*'" , 
Spirit of BIS. Lord Bvrghersh ...J 

Sweet lady, look not thus again Slcivnson 
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.4 2 

P P nr 
2 

2 

Di«o.. * 

.,4*414. *,.2 


Ting-a-tiiigle . - - - - , , . * * . * * * * " * * * ' " ’ * V 

Ti* done 1 the. fatal deed * » * * * [: ord Burghers 1 

To the brook aiul the willow Stevenson 

To thy lover — Ditto . * - 
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Under the greenwood tree 
Under the hawthorn tree * . * * * - * * 

VP. quit the bower * ■ * * • * ■ * - 1 * 4 
Wake, Rosa, wake (serenade) 

We fairy folk .>,4,4*.**** 

When time, who steals our years 

Wh« re U»I) *i lorn »«>■■• •;; • ■ ■ ■ Z7Z,i«* 

Wood nymph 

Wreaths of flowers , , m 
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GRAND SE^'ETTO'foV Piano-Forte, t&b YiUHrts, TenoiV YMouceLIo, mxj\ DpulAe Bwss, in whiqh r is|Mft- 

troductd titodiuirt4 t ^i^ <( ’Tia theTa^t Jj^ i&e ofSummer**’ *,* Bies-.L'l ;* , i ** 1 
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A IX EC IK ETTO d Vdce. v.w ... JCiaUmurk * .* ■ 0 

A Teihpteto Friends^ 1 , . . . * v . -w Mav&statfl si 0 

Ari^ uhd WaltzeL ‘infcrrbed - to . G ■»'*', i i . , - 

G. Ferrari. 1 V ioli\t Aifcomp* W, **. - 2 f» 

Banks of Allan Water *, * Chipp ........ . . 2 0 

Batti, butti, o bd Musette. Flute ac- 
companiment Little^ * * j|[f 4 

Bird-catdier * * * *fri- * ^ *■- • ***••. va 1 , 1 f* 

Blaize et Bubet ......... . //wee/f, . , * r , . 2 

Ceifie ytnit i mining \ < . \f . , . * . . . „ . Ddiy ............ '** 

Cogan^ M Sonata, 1 ' V ioim Accomp* * H 

Come chase that start! ng tear ........ lEK wrqtf' g , , . * . , , 2 

Conway Perry T.*.;.. '-Par rj/ * J** I 

Devousht re L Waltz Voigt i ......... P > J 

Pi piacer mi bafza. Flute Aecom|j, ,. * Little .......... 2 

Eveleen’s Bower fVoeifl ,*,.**..** 2 
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Lillie's Exercises on Piatto- forte 
Lord Hu rd wic ke^ March * * . J , ' Cooki . . , . . , ..... * ® 

Lord Wellington ........ Lansen t 

Marche Fa*torule et Air Husse *Von Etch £ 

Mi nuetto. F I ute accorap* .......... ' Littie 1 

"Merch Megan jyibdin 1 

Magun I^anza 2 

ifloSr^s Grand March Clelinetc .......... i 

Military Waltz. Fluteuccom. Metzler 1 

Sonata. Op. IfT. Hurp aad 
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Fly uot yet .. . * * . . . TVoelf 

Gdinek's Air from ** Aleeste* 1 * . l 2 

” Air” inC 2 

•* AjW’ in C 2 


11 Minuet' 1 from Le Kozze 


Flute accompaniment IVeippert 

My love is like the red, red rose, &c. , . Htnhmell . *.* 2 

. Nd cor piu non ini sento .... Gelinek .......... 2 

Oh ! Lady Fair l#l , ,^.1 LitfOUt .......... 3 

O Fescator del l 'oiida;i Little .... 4^ ..... . 3 

O softly sleep * il ***..*.*, ....... Kiallntark 2 

fi P^rUnt pour la&frie iMtte . . 

Pastoral RondS? Holder 
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Gladitands GraiidSoiiaU, w ith Orches- 
tral accgm | raiment? G 

— — - — without uccorujia* * . L , 4 

Glow di Glow . r ... . Cooke ; 

Go where glory waits thee ...... 1 .. . Cotri , . . ^ 

Gnuracha AVa] tz . Little 3 

Hu rm om ous Blacksmith (new edition] IhmHet I 

Holder's u Divertimento. ** Op. 40. 

to Rirs-r L. 1 1- ..I. ............... ... ....I. . > ■ < i » * ■ 2 

- — — ** Sonata.* 1 Op. 47* to* Miss ^ E ; ttf 

Emily Tower ... • ..V* • ... 4* (S v 

Howell a Progressive Sonatinas ViZm * VI* * , 0 

J*ai de la raisoiT * . , . Gelitrek 0 

La Belle Heijriette Holder ........ 2 0 

La belle Kosa Ditto .......... ^ Q- 

La ci dareitt Mit i f 4 Gtdinek ... * . , 2 o 

- — — rm Flute, uccom jiarii ment. VKt t r 1 6 

Lady Mary ^ ^ . Jnv$sn . ... ] 6 

La Gavotte tie Yettris. Flute Rccomp, Little 4 * - . * * 2 0 

La Petit Somite. Op. 4o. .......... Holder .... i .... . 1 * (i 

L*Hymenee F AVA T G 2 b 

Lieber A u^usti ne . . . . . * «.*..* Gelirtek 2 Q 

L'Oiteiiii de A T enus Ktalltxark , . . . - ^ * 2 0 


- ■ 


Peftce be around thee .............. Hummel l 

Pria che rVmpcgno .... * T ......... . Gelinek 2 

Prussian Air (ll i 111(iMllMt ,*»*, , - Ditto , . . . - *« 2 

Pyrenese Air Di** 0 ......... 4 * * 1 

Queen of Pruiiam’s Wultz ........ - Ditto 2 

Rofle's Air, variations ............ , . Ly&aght . , . , t ,* , , . . 2 

Row gently here ....... ,i Etiuest(ijj r . * - - * 2 

St, Patrick’s Duy * Logi^r ...,,***,* 2 

Scot's wha hue Y id lace Voigt , , , . r * , 1 1 * f . 1 

Sicilian Dance ***,,..., * .,..*.»** ■ Little . 1 . 4 ..**.* 2 
Sidliuna and Pol lacca < *. ■ Schulz ,-****,..*- 3 

Sophy ...h.l.iviU Bvrrotves * . p . 2 

Sun Flower . . Hummell * * . * * * 2 

Sweet Btchnrd , . , . ...... IVr^. . . - - 2 

Syren Schulz .«.**•*-.. 2 

Tenia and VYaltz Holder 3 

Tu cheaceeitdi, Flute accoinp* * Little 2 

Turn agaiiit \Vhittiitgtpp, wahacrorn- r r 
1 pmiinvenU. Flut^ jmd V jo) on cello. . Turnbull , 2 

without aecomps. 2 
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. I * * * * ** 

1 

Venetian Air * HuTttmeU . 4 . . . - l 

When love wns a chi Id * * Kies i 3 

When the Rosebud KiaUmurk 2 

Wood-pecker Liurrowes ,*.*-*.. 2 
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Tyrolese Air * Gelinek * * 

Yiiise F nmcoise .m. JUngtcood 

■mr * * i * 


Vri Cum bn an Ymitlui J f orry . . . , 

Young Love Burrowes 
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0 Dolce Con cento .... Parry . . „ ( f . « . . t . . 

Little. 2 0 

\ i jhtinnrale * ... P&rrvl * .... 

Utile 1 (i 

ij ___ ■” 

. Parrv’a Six Divertimentos ■*■*.**..* ****..■■ 

Cose ins .......... 2 fT ' l 

■Polohoise ^ .v* • * 4 * .... . Metzler f , 

Cooke . . * 3 0 

Little 1 (I 

"fhiistle CIrove f ’tfgffim * ,*<*».* .. 

Tliriisli . f . H ; ...... Puifw ...... t . ..I, 

Metzler *.v^ 1 ti 

B u rr owes tj A" i dt A. ion 2 0 

YqstrisVG&vQUt* Flute ncccmip* 

’When tl»e Ro^bud Kiatlmark .,,*.,** 
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A .Ye ic and corrected Edit ion t with. Elute and Violoncello AccompatUttunii, 


; 5 . d. 

Coti fan tntti 1 t> 

Ditto, with uecQuip* , F 2 6 

Irlomcneo , . 1 Q 

Ditto, with nccomp*. 2 0 

ll Direttor , 1 G 

Ditto, with iiccoiup, .pi i.ii.p 1 .*• 2 (j 

II Don < f 10 van nt 

Di ttcij with accom p» **+*.... 


’ - ' .r. d 4 

1J FTauto Magico I b 

Ditto, with accotnp. tit 2 f> 

Il SerugUu 1 b 

Ditto, with uccomp 2 h 

La Cleraenza di Tito I h 

Dtltu, with accomp. , 2 n 

LeN ozze di Figaro I h 

Ditto, with accomp. # .,...,* 41 *. * 2 <> 


4 




3 


INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


> . . ? ©tortures. 

Henry the Fourth, with accompaniments for J. d , 

Flute and Violoncello, JlJffrttni 4 0 

with Flute accompaniment 3 i> 


** II Ratio di Proserpina/ 1 wjrhaccomp. 

for Flute and Violoncello Winter lt(tltfitt 3 

** 11 Tancredi,” with accompaniment! 

for Flute end Violence! lo « , , * Rossini 3 

with Flute accorap , , 2 

Lodoiska, with accompaniments for Flute 
and Violoncello Kreutzer 
- with Flute Accompaniments. 


Bride of AWdoe Kelly mmt . .. . 

All in the dork B, Livius, Esq. 
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Caliph of Bagdad , * Lanza . . 

Conquest of Taranto Kelly .... 

Fir^t Attempt Cooke 

Flodden Field . Ditto. . * * 

Florence Macarthy * ^ Cooke , . . * 

F rederick the Great Ditto , , * ( 


* * ,-.*** 
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Harlequin Whittington tlli#It , ttM IFore .... * ...... . 3 

High Nofiona Parry 


Medley * Logier 

Plots King . ... 

Successful Cruise . , , Sanderson 

Valley of Diamonds Com , , # , 


2 

2 

2 

3 

2 


miiUW* 


Four Waltzes. Sets), 3, and 3, by 3/* Schoengen 

Four Waltzes, -« The Wood-Hyi” 

f< Clifton,” u Castle Mahon,” and 
#l CharlemonV 1 bjv. * . . * , * , * * t . . T \ Holt . „ , . , , 


r. d. 
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National Waltz and Si* others, a* 
danced by the Misses Dennett, com- 


posed by . . . 


• » i ***■■**'*■»*•*■» 


Miss H.M. Dennett 


Three Waltzes, u The Cohourg/' 

14 The Angleaea,” and u The Sarah 

Ann,” composed by Augustus Mevet 
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J. POWER, has the honour to Announce to the Nobility *ftr| Gentry, 
Messrs. Musard, Collinet, ami Michau, the exclusive 

Hth Ret, with Flute Aceomp,, dedicated to the Duchess of 

Somerset * 

12th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Prtncew Esterhazy , , . , 
13th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Countess St, Antonio 
j 4 1 h Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Bull, Carlton 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton ; composed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated to His Moat 
Gracious Majesty George the Fourth 
15th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Miss Seymour 
I6th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codringlou 
17 th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess St, Antonio 
*** The subjects of this act front **Lu Gazza Ladro,' 


1. 
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Siiturribofs to the Ralls at Almark's and the Arayll Rodma, that he hai purchased fm*i 
Copyright of ail the Quadrille# aud WaltiM composed by them this seaum. 

Beaumont ..-vr 4 

19th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess of Werajis] 

and March 4 

■20th Set, composed expressly for, and most humbly dedi- 
cated to, the Duke of Dctonsfur r, and the Noble 
and Hon. Members of the Balt Committee at 
the King’s Theatre for the relief of the DiatresaM 
Irish 

31 it Set, with Flute Accomp, dedicated to Lady Petre 
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J$lu£ar&*$ Watties. 


0th Set, with Flute Accomp. 2 

7th Set, Ditto 3 
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Dances. 


J. Power’* Pocket Edition of Quadrilles, as danced at tlse 
Argy le Rooms, Almack’s, $c. t Books 1 to 7 - .each , , , . 

J, Power's select Dances No V, containing ** The Caro- 
line” — * f Pnp&geno”— “ Highland Lnddie ” — “ Gavotte 
de Yestris*’ — “Ivanhoe” and ,4 Ex mo nth Waltz,”— . . * . 


O 


l 0 


Ditto, No. VL containing ** Echo - Donee” — u Eclipse 
Waltz”— “ Dr. Syntax” — “ Burlington Arcade” — 

” Waring Waltz” — and M Captive Bird, (to be continued.) I 

J, Power’s Collection of Dunces, Waltzes, Quadrilles, 
for 1830, 1821, 1822, and 1823, with flute ACComp. . . 


Bagatelle* Little .**,«*.•*, 

Cease your funning . . . . . Rennet! 3 

Di tauti pal pit i .**.., . , Remttt .......... 9 

i ; low on thou shining River Riej *, # ,L****«* 3 

Hope told a flattering tale Bennett .......... 3 

Lea Belles Berg^res, with Harp Accom- 
paniment Little.... 4 

Ditto, without Accompaniment Ditto 3 

Oh Lad v Fair Burrows 2 
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8th Set, Ditto (Nou relies Mazucas) ® 6 

&th Set, Ditto 2 0 
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Those evening be! U Ries .......... . 

Or . 41 11 Tancredi” Little. ..***.-* * * 

Do. Do, with Accomp. Flute and \ ioloncello 
Overture and Selections from Mozart’s 
celebrated Opera 41 1 II F'IhhIo Ma^irio” 
arranged from the original score, by J. H. Little 

Book I. 3 

Books S, 4, snd 5. « rtach « 4 
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Banks of Allan Water 
Brussels Waltz 

Cumbrian Y 011th ,, 

Crudel Perchc, &c. Harp and Piano-Forte 
.Drink^to me only with thine eyes 
EveleerTn Bower (from the Irish Melodies). 
Hilton Hon rc , . , 

Introduction and Polonaise (llurpandP.-Forlel 
Legacy (from the Irish Melodies) 

TVlerch Megan 

My love is hkc the Ted, red rope 
Munich WaltZj &c. 
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Chipp 
Holden 
Parry 
Chipp . 
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Chipp . 
fPcippert 
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Chipp 
Miss Dibdin 
Humme/t . . 
Hammett . . 


s. d. 

t> 
0 
0 
6 
0 
<> 
0 
G 


m # * # 


I 
3 

3 0 


1 

2 


6 

a 

6 


O softly sleep Dizi . * * 

Peace be mound thee (from the National Airs) Htunmell 
Rhenish Air . . , , * #F « ppert 

Sly Patrick, Fantasia and Variations *,*.*. Boehxa . 
Stm-flower, the (from the Irish Melodies) , . «, Hummed 

Sweet Richard Party* 1 <•. 

Three Waltzes, Harp and Piano-Forte .... Hummel 

’Tis the last Rose of Summer Chipp 

Venetian Air. 4 . t , .......... ............. HunimeU 

T o l^itdies eves r ^ . . * ......... 4 , . Ditto 

We 1 re a 1 Noddin Chipp 
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J. Power takes the Liberty of announcing to the Public a Work which has long 
been a Desideratum in this Country. Though the Beauties of the National Music of 
Ireland have been very generally felt and acknowledged, yet it has happened, through 
the Want of appropriate English Words, and of the Arrangement necessary to adapt 
them to the Voice, that many of the most excellent Compositions have hitherto re- 
mained in Obscurity. It is intended, therefore, to form a Collection of the best Ori- 
ginal Irish Melodies, with Characteristic Symphonies and Accompaniments; and 
with Words containing, as frequently as possible, Allusions to the Manners and His- 
tory of the Country, Sir John Stevenson has very kindly consented to undertake 
the Arrangement of the Airs ; and the Lovers of simple National Music may rest se* 
cure, that, in such tasteful Hands, the native Charms of fhe original Melody will not 
be sacrificed to the Ostentation of Science, 

In the Poetical Part, J* Power has had Promises of Assistance from several di*lin- 
guished Literary Characters, particularly from Mr, Moore, whose Lyrical Talent is so 
peculiarly suited to such a Task, and whose Zen! in the Undertaking will be best un- 
derstood from the following Extract of a Letter which he has addressed to Sir John 
Stevenson oh the Subject: — 


ft ] feci very anxious that a Work of this Kind should be undertaken. We Lave too long neglected 
flip only Talent For which our English Neighbours ever deigned to allow us any Credit- Our National 
M usie lins never been properly collected*; and, while tlit Composers of the Continent h&ve enriched 
their 0[>erns and Sonatas with Melodies borrowed from Ireland, very often without even the Honesty of 
Acknowledgment, we have left these Treasures in a great Degree unclaimed and fugitive. Thus our Airs, 
like too many of our Countrymen, for want oT Protection nt Home* have pas^d into the Service of Fo- 
reigners. But we are come, I hope, to a better Period both of Politics ami Music ; and how much they 
ore connected, in Ireland at leuat, appears too plainly in the Tone of Sorrow' and Depression which cha- 
racterizes most of our early Songs.— The Task which you propose to me, of adapting Words to these Air*, 
is by no means easy. The Poet who would follow the various Sentiments which they express must feel and 
understand that rapid Fluctuation of Spirits, that unaccountable Mixture of Gloom and Levity, which 
compose the Character of my Countrymen, and Km deeply tinged their Music. Even in their liveliest 
Strains we find some melancholy Note intrude, some minor Third or flat Seventh, which throws its Shade 
ns it passes, and makes even Mirth interesting. If Burns had been an Irishman, (and I would willingly 
give up all our Claims upon Ossian for him,) his Heart would have been proud of such Music, and his 
Genius would have made it immortal. 

ci Another Difficulty [which is, however, purely mechanical) arises from the irregular Structure of 
many of those Airs, and the lawless Kind of Metre which it will in consequence be necessary to adapt to 
them. In these Instances the Poet must write, not to the Eye, but to the Ear; and must be content to 
have his Verses of that Description which Cicero mentions, * Quits si spoiiareris nuda remanebit 

oratio.’ That beautiful Air, * The Twisting of the Rope/ which has all the romantic Character of the 
Swiss Rans dex Vache jt, is one of those wild and senti mental Rakes which it will not be very easy to tie 
down in sober Wedlock with Poetry. However, notwithstanding all these Difficulties, and the very little 
Talent which I can bring to surmount them, the Design appears to me so truly National, that 1 shall fee. 
much Pleasure in giving it all the Assistance in ray Power. 

41 Leicestershire) Feb. 1 & 07 /' 

The Work will be continued in Numbers, containing each Twelve Melodics ; 
several of them arranged for One, Two, or Three Voices. 

J. Power will be much obliged by fAe Communication of any Original Melodies 
which the hovers of Irish Musk may have the Kindness to contribute to this Work, 


The Writer forgot, when lie made Hus Assertion, that the Public are imh'bted to Mr, Henri NR for a very valuable 
Cfrlirriion of Hindi Music ; and that the patriotic Genius of Mils Owenson, h as been employed upon some of onr finest Ain. 


PrinlfHl by W. CWfWEN, 
NorthuiiiLirrl.intbrrmi t t Strand, London, 
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THE SECOND NUMBER OF THE FIRST VOLUME . 




FIRST LIVES. 


AIRS. 


PAGE 


Oh! haste, and leave this sacred Isle (St. 

Senanus and the Lady) 

How dear to me the Hour when Daylight 

dies 

Take back the virgin Page 

When in Death 1 shall calm recline (The 

Legacy ) 

How oft has the Benshee cried 

We may roam thro ’ this World 

Oh! weep for the Hour ( Eveleen's Bower ) 

Lei Erin remember the Days of old 

Silent, oh Moyle ! be the Roar of thy Water, 

Come, send round the Wine • 

Sublime was the Warning • 

Believe me, if all those endearing young 
Charms 


The Brown Thorn 

The Twisting of the Eope 

Dermott 

Unknown 

The dear Black Mrud 

Garyone 

Unknown 

The Red Fox 

Arrah, my dear Eveleen 

We brought the Summer with us 

The Black Joke 

My Lodging is on the cold Ground . . . . 
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THE L.4DY 



“ Oh! Father, send not hence my bark. Through win_fry winds, and o’er billows 


dark; I coinejWith hum_ble hearty to share Thy morn and evn _ . ing 


pray V; Nor mine the feet. 
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OH. HASTE, AND LEAVE THIS SACRED ISLE 


Air — The Brown Thom. 


St. Senanus*. “ OH ! haste, and leave this sacred isle, 

“ Unholy bark ! ere morning smile ; 

4 For on thy deck, tho’ dark it be, 

“ A female form I see ; 

“ And I have sworn this sainted sod 

“ Shall ne’er by woman’s feet be trod ! ” 

* 

The Lady, <( Oh ! Father, send not hence my bark, 

“ Thro’ wint’ry winds, and billows dark; 
“ I come, with humble heart, to share 
“ Thy morn and ev’ning pray’r ; 

“ Nor mine the feet, oh ! holy Saint, 

“ The brightness of thy sod to taint.” 

The Lady's pray’r Senanus spurn’d ; 

The winds blew fresh, the bark return’d : 
But legends hint, that had the maid 
Till morning’s light delay’d. 

And given the Saint one rosy smile, 

She ne’er had left his lonelv isle. 

’Jr 


In a Metrical Life of St. Senanus, which is taken from an old Kilkenny MS. and may be found 
among the Acta Sanctorum Hibernia, we are told of], is flight to the Island of Scattery, and his resolution not 
o admit any Woman of the party ; he refused to receive even a Sister Saint, St. Can n era, whom an Angel 

take " *“ the Uland ’ for the “P™" P ,,r P° se ° r introducing her to him. The following was the ungracious 
Answer of Senanus, according to his Poetical Biographer:— • 


Cui Prtesulj quid minis 
Commune esi cum monachu, 

Nec te net uiitim atiam 
Admit it mu* in insulam . 

See the Acta Sakct* Hib* Page 610. 

According to Dr. Ledwich, St. Senanus was no less « Personage than the River Shannon; hut O’Connor, 
Ql]d Other Antiquarians, deny tins Metamorphosis indignantly. 
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 


Am — The Twisting of the Rove * 


J. 

IIOW r dear to me the hour when day-light dies. 
And sun-beams melt along the silent sea ; 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise. 

And Mem’ry breathes her vesper sigh to thee ' 


II. 

And, as I watch the line of light that plays 
Along the smooth wave town! the burning west, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think Twould lead to some bright isle of rest ! 


* I had not sufficiently considered the structure of this delightful .Air* when I asserted (to 
prefixed to this Work) that it waj too wilt! for words of a regular nutr*;. 
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Thoughts come as pure as light , Pure as evn you require; 
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But oh! each word I write Love turns 
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TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

[ Written on returning a blank Book.] 


Air — Dennott. 

1 

TAKE back the virgin page, 
White and unwritten still ; 

Some hand, more calm and sage, 
The leaf must fill. 

Thoughts come as pure as light. 
Pure as even you require; 

But oh! each word I write 
Love turns to fire. 

II. 

Yet let me keep the book ; 

Oft shall my heart renew, 

When on its leaves I look. 

Dear thoughts of you ! 

Like you 'tis fair and bright ; 

Like you, too bright and fair 
To let wild Passion write 
One wrong wish there ! 

III. 

Haply, when from those eyes 
Far, far away, I roam, 

Should calmer thoughts arise 
Towards you and home, 

Fancy may trace some line 
Worthy those eyes to meet ; 
Thoughts that not burn, but shine, 
Pure, calm, and sweet! 

IV. 

A 

And, as the records are, 

Which wand 'ring seamen keep, 
Led by their hidden star. 

Thro’ w inter's deep ; 

So may the words I write 
Tell thro' what storms I stray, 
Few still the unseen light, 

Guiding my way ! 
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THE LEGACY. 


Air — Utiknmim. 


I. 

WHEN in death I shall calm recline, 

O hear my heart to my mistress dear ; 

Tell her it liv’d upon smiles, and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it linger’d here . 
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow 
To sully a heart so brilliant and light ; 

But balmy drops of the red grape borrow, 
To bathe the relic from morn to night. 


II. 

When the light of my song is o’er, 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall ; 
Hang it up at that friendly door 

Where weary travellers love to call*: 

Then if some Bard, who roams forsaken. 
Revive its soft note in passing along, 

Oh ! let one thought of its master waken 
Your warmest smile for the child of Song. 

III. 

Keep this cup, which is now o’erflowing. 

To grace your revel when I’m at rest ; 
Never, oh ! never, its balm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom blest ! 

But when some warm devoted lover 
T D her lie adores shall bathe its brim, 

Oh ! then my spirit around shall hover. 

And hallow each drop that foams lor him. 


* Eel every bouse was one or two Harps, free to all travellers, who were the more car*steti* the more thev 
exceUea in Music.”— G'Hallo ran. 
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HOW OFT IJAS THE BENSIIEE CRIED 


Air — The dear Black Maul, 

I. 

IIOW oft has the Benshce cried ! 

How oft lias Death untied 
Bright links that Glory wove, 

Sweet bonds entwin'd by Love ! 

Peace to each manly soul that sleepeth I 
Rest to each faithful eye that weepeth! 
Long may the fair and brave 
Sigh o’er the hero’s grave ! 

II. 

We’re fall’n upon glo any days*; 

Star after star decays ; 

Ev’ry bright name, that shed 
Light o’er the land, is Hod. 

Dark falls the tear of him who mourneth 
Lost joy or hope, that ne’er returneth ; 
But brightly flows the tear 
Wept o’er the hero’s bier ! 

in. 

Oh ! quench’d arc our beacon-lights, 
Thou-f, of the hundred fights ! 

Thou, on whose burning tongue 
Truth, peace, and freedom, liung.| ! 
Both mute — but, long as Valour shineth, 
Or Mercy’s soul at war repitieth, 

So long shall Erin's pride 
Tell how they liv'd and died ! 


* 1 have endeavoured here, without losing that Irifdi character which it is my object to preserve throughout 
this Work, to allude to that sad and ominous fatality, by which England has been deprived of so many great mid 
^nod men, at a moment when she most requires all the aids of talent and integrity. 

t This designation, which has bee u applied to LORD NELSON before, is the title given to a celebrated 
Irish Hero, in a Poem by O’Gmve^.the Bard of O’Nial, winch is quoted in the ** Philosophical Survey of the 
South of Ireland, 11 Page 433 Con, of the hundred fights, sleep in thy grass* grown tomb, and upbraid not 
our defeats with thy victories ! *' 


; FOX, “ ultiiiuu Romanonim." 


WE MAY ROAM TIIRO’ THIS WOULD. 


Am — Gary one. 

I. 

W E may roam tliro’ this world like a child at a feast. 

Who but sips of a sweet, anti then flies to the rest, 

And, when pleasure begins to grow dull in the cast, 

AVe may order our wings, and be oft' to the west ; 

But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Arc the dearest gifts that Heaven supplies, 

AVe never need leave our own Green Isle 
For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d, 

Thro’ this world whether eastward or westward you roam, 
AVhen a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

II. 

In England the garden of Beauty is kept 
By a dragon of prudery, plac’d within call ; 

But so oft this unaniiable dragon has slept. 

That the garden’s but carelessly watch’d, after all. 

Oli! they want the wild sweet- briery fence, 

AVhich round the flowers of Erin dwells, 

AVhich warns the touch while winning the sense, 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d. 

Thro’ this world whether eastward or westward you roam, 
AVhen a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

III. 

In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail. 

On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 

But just pitots her off, and then bids her good-bye ! 
While the daughters of Erin keep the boy 
Ever-smiling beside bis faithful oar, 

Tliro’ billows of woe and beams of joy, 

The same as he look’d when he left the shore 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d, 

Thro* this world whether eastward or westward you roam, 
AVhen a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 
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‘ EVELEEN'S BOWER. 

4 


Aik — Unknown*. 


I. 

Oil ! weep for the hour, 

When to Eveleen’s bower 
The Lord of the Valley with false vows came ; 

The moon hid her light 
From the Heavens that night. 

And wept behind her clouds o er the maiden *3 shame. 
The clouds past soon 
From the chaste cold moon. 

And Heaven smil'd again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will see the day 
When the clouds shall pass away, 

Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen’s fame 

II. 

s he white snow lay 
On the narrow path-way 

Where the Lord of the Valley cross’d over the moor 
And many a deep print 
On the white snow’s tint 

Shew’d the track of his footstep to Eveleen’s door. 
The next sun's ray 
Soon melted away 

Ev'ry trace on the path where the false Lord came ; 
But there's a light above, 

Which alone can remove 
That stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen’s fame 


* Our claim to this Air has been disputed; but they, who are best acquainted with Notional 
pronounce it to lie Irish, It is generally knoun by the name of ♦‘The Pretty Girt of Derby > OI‘* 
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LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 


Air — The Red Fox. 

1 . 

LET Erin remember the days of old, 

Ere her faithless sons betray'd her. 

Whet) Malachi wore the collar of gold*, 

W hich he won from her proud invader ; 

When lier Kings, with standard of green unfurl’d, 
Let! the Red-Branch Knights! to danger. 

Ere the emerald gem of the western world 
W as set in the crown of a stranger. 


II. 

On Lough-Neagh's bank!, as the fisherman strays, 
When the clear cold eve's declining, 

He sees the round towers of other days 
In the wave beneath him shining ! 

Thus shall Memory often, in dreams sublime, 
Catch a glimpse of the days that are over ; 

Thus, sighing, look thro’ the waves of Time 
For the long-faded glories they cover ! 


* 11 This brought on mi encounter between Make hi (the Monarch of Ireland in the 1 Oth Century) and 
the Danes, in which Makchi defeated two of their Champion*, whom he encountered successively hand to hand, 
taking a Collar of Gold From the neck of one, and carrying off the Sword of the other, as trophies of hk victory/* 

Warner*# History of Ireland, Vo). I. Book £K 

i lf Military Orders of Knight# were very early established in Ireland : long before the Birth of Christ we 
find an hereditary Order of Chivalry in Ulster, called Curmdhc na Craoibhe ruadh, or the Knights of the Red 
Branch, from their chief seat in Enunia, adjoining to the Palace of the Ulster Kings, called Teugk na Craoibhe 
ruarfh, or the Academy of the Red Branch; and contiguous to which was a large Hospital, founded for the sick 
Knights and Soldiers, called Bron-bhearg, or the House of the Sorrowful Soldier." 

OTIalloran's Intro ducti on, Part L Chap. 5, 

The Inscription upon Connor’s Tomb (for the Fuc-Siimle of which I am indebted to Mr, Murphy, Chaplain 
of ihe late Lady Moira) has not believe, been noticed by any Antiquarian or Traveller, 

J It was an old tradition, in the time of Ginildus, that Lough- Neagh had been originally a fountain, by 
whose sudden overflowing the country was inundated, and a whole region, like the Atlantis of Plato, over- 
whelmed. He toys that the fishermen, m dear weather, used to point out to strangers the tall ecclesiastical towers 
under the water ; — u Piscatores aqua iiiiu$ turret eecfesia$tica$j qua more patria areta <stut( et aUa t necnon 
rt rotunda, tub nudist matti/este, smne tempore contpiriunt et extranets transevntibus retqtte causas admtrantibu^ 
frequenter orfenaunt” Toroopt* Htu, Dist. 2, C\ 9, 
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THE SONG OF FJONNUALA*. 


Air — Arrah, my dear Eveleen. 



SILENT, oh Moyle! be the ronx of thy water. 
Break not, ye breezes ! your chain of repose. 
While, murmuring mournfully, Lira lonely daughter 
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 

When shall the Swan, her death -note singing. 

Sleep with wings in darkness furl’d ? 

When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit from this stormy world ? 



Sadly, oh Moyle! to thy winter-wave weeping, 
Fate bids me languish long ages away ; 

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay ! 
When will that day-star, mildly springing. 
Warm our isle with peace and love ? 

When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 


* To make this story intelligible in f. Song would require a much greater number of verees than any one 
is authorized to inflict upon tui audience ht once ; the reader must therefore be content to learn* in a note, that 
FionnuaU, the daughter of Lir, was, by some supernatural power, transformed into a Swan, and condemned to 
wander, for many hundred yean*, over certain lakes and rivers of Ireland, till the coining of Christianity, when 

the first sound of the Mass-bell was to be the signal of her release*- 1 found this fanciful fiction among somr, 

manuscript translations from the Irish, which were begun under the direction of that enlightened friend of Ireland, 
the late Countess of Moira, 


COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 




Air — We brought the Summer with us. 


L 

COME, send round the wine, and leave points of belief 
To simpleton sages and reasoning fools ; 

This moment's a flower too fair and brief 

To be wither'd and stain'd by the dust of the schools. 
Your glass may be purple, and mine may be blue ; 

But, while they are fill'd from the same bright bowl. 
The fool who would quarrel for difference of hue 
Deserves not the comfort they shed o’er the soul. 


II. 

■Shall I ask the brave soldier, who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree? 
Shall I give up the friend I have valu’d and try'd. 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me ? 
From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 

% 

No ! peiish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ! 
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SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 


Air — The Black Joke. 

I 

SUBLIME was the warning which Liberty spoke, 

And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 
Into life and revenge from the Conqueror’s chain ! 

Oh, Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest 

Till it move, like a breeze, o’er the waves of the west — 

Give the light of your look to each sorrowing spot, 

Nor, oh ! be the Shamrock of Enn forgot, 

While you add to your garland the Olive of Spain ! 

II. 

If the fame of our fathers, bequeath’d with their rights, 

Give to country its charm and to home its delights; 

If deceit be a wound, and suspicion a stain. 

Then, ye men of Iberia ! our cause is the same — 

And, oh ! may his tomb want a tear and a name, 

Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death, 

Than to turn his last sigh into Victory’s breath 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

III. 

Ye Blakes and O’Donnels, whose fathers resign’d 
The green hills of their youth, among strangers to find 

That repose which, at home, they had sigh’d for in vain. 
Breathe a hope that the magical flame, which you light, 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright ; 

And forgive even Albion, while, blushing, she draws, 

Like a truant, her sword, in the long-slighted cause 
Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 


IV. 

God prosper the cause ! — Oh ! it cannot but thrive, 
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive. 

Its devotion to feel and its rights to maintain ; 
Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die ! 

The finger of glory shall point where they lie ; 

While far from the footstep of coward or slave, 

The young Spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 
Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain ! 
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BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING YOUNG CHARMS. 


Am — My Lodging is on the cold Ground. 


I. 

BELIEVE me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 

Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 
Like fairy-gifts fading away, — 

Thou wouldst still be ador’d as this moment thou art, 
Let thy loveliness fade as it will ; 

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly still ! 


II. 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 
And thy cheeks un profan’d by a tear, 

That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known, 
To which time will but make thee more dear ! 

Oh ! the heart, that has truly lov’d, never forgets, 
But as truly loves on to the close ; 

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets. 
The same look which she turn’d when he rose * 
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Carolm's Concerto When Daylight w 

The pleasant Rocks Before the Battle— 

Plantty Drury After ^ j} a ttU 

The Beardless Bay q ^ r »jj, nC eet to 

Go where Glory waits thee The / r jjA Peasant 

Remember the Glories of Brien the Brave When thro' Life w 

Erin ! the Tear and the Smile in thine Eye* f J nof t f ie T e ar 

Oh / breathe not his name i tu f^ a j j 

When he who adore J thee 
The Harp that once thro' Tara"* Halls 

Fly not yet/ No* IV.— 

Oh ! think not my Spirits are always a* light 

Tho' the last Glimpse of Erin Love's young J Dre 

Rick and rare were the Gems she wore The Prince's Dai, 

As a Beam o'er the Face of the Waters may glow Weep on, weep on 

The Meeting of the Waters Lesbia hath a beai 


Oh i blame not the Bard No. VI — Price \$s>—C*Mm*ing 

While gazing on the Moon's Light Come o'er the Sea 

When Daylight was yet sleeping under the Billow j-fa, Sorrow thy young Days shaded f 

Be/orethe Battle— [By the Hope withinus springing) nol more , cr j come 


After the Batik 

Oh ! 'tis sweet to think 

The Irish Feasant to his Mistress 

When thro' Iff* wblest we rove 

It is not the Tear at this Moment shed 

' Tis believ'd that this Harp 
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Love's young Dream— -(Ok ! the Days are gone) 
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When first I met thee 
While History's Muse 
The Time I've lost in t cooing 
Oh / where's the Slave ? 
Come, re&t in this Bosom 
T Tis goner, and for ever 
I saw from the Beach 
Fill the Bumper fair 
Dear Harp of my Country 
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The Prince's Day- ( Tho' dark are our Sorrows) . ^ ^ ^ j wafejl 

Weep vn, weep on ^' s s f ljw 0Mr s fcp her foamy Track 

Labia hatha beaming Lye /n f/l€ Morning of Life , when its Cara art unknown 

I saw thy Form m youthful l rime cold in the Earth lies the Friend thou, hast fat d 


j Lesbia hath a beaming Eye 
I saw thy Form in youthful Prime 
By that 'Dike whose gloomy Shore 
She is fit from the Land 
i iYoy, tell me itoi 
Avenging nnd bright 
What the Bee is to the Floweret 
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St. Senanus and the Lady Nay? tell me not 

How dear to me the Hour Avenging and bright 

Take back the virgin j What the Bee is to the Floweret 

The Legacy— [When in Death I shall calm recline) Toveand the Novice l Here we dwell in holiest Bowers 
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We may roam thro' this World 
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Cean Delish 
The snowy-breasted Pearl 
Planxty Johnstone ' 

(/apt ain Megan 

Erin , oh I Erin — (Li ke the bright Lamp J 
Drink fo her 
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Thro ' Erin's Isle 

At the mid Hour of Night 

One Bumper at Parting ! 

I 'Tis the last Rose of Summer 
The young May Moon 
The Minstrel Boy 
I The l alby lay smiling before me 
Oh / had we some bright little Isle 
! Farewell / but whenever you welcome the Hour 
Oh / c/oifiri me not 
>"oii remember Ellen 
1 Fd mourn the Hopes that leave me 


Remember thee i yes, tvhile there's Life in this Henri 
Wreath the Bowl 
U hnu '( r I see those smiling Eyes 
j If thou' It be mine, the Treasures of Air 
fo Ladies' Eyes a Round, Boy 
' Forget not the Field where they perish'd 
They may rail at this Life 
Oh for the Sxcords of former Time / 

No. VI II.— Price 15 #.— Containing 

Ne'er ask the Hour 
Sail on, sail on 
The Parallel 
Drink of this Cup 
The Fortune-teller 
Oh ye Dead / 

O' Donohue* s Mistress 
The Echo 
Oh banquet not 
Thee, thee, only thee 
Shall the Harp, (hen, be sUtut : 
i, Oh the Sight entrancing 
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A temple to friendship . . ^ .* . * Spanish 
All that’s bright muStfaae, . . f m ; Imtan 

Do^t 1 1 ioi4 remember ?* . . , Portuguese 

Fare thee well ! thou lovely one !, , Sicilian 
I* low on, thou shining- river! * * , , Portuguese 
Oli ! come to me when daylight sets Venetian 

Oft m the stilly night Scotch 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty Italian 

Should those fond hopes *\ * t . . „ Portuguese 

So warmly we met * Hungarian 

Those evening bells. . Bells of St, Petersburg 
Hark I the vesper hymn h stealing Russian 
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Ofling^ cjjase iiat starting tear away french 
Comthoh sens? ami genius bit to 

Gaily sounds the caatmiet ,***.. Maltese 
Heir me but once French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting ****** Portuguese 
Love mid Elope *.,,.***** Swiss 

Love is a hunter-boy * , * * * Languedocian 

Mv harp has one unchanging thema Swedish 
Oh! no, not e’en when first we lov’d Cashmerian 
Peace he around thee ,*.***.«», Scotch 
Then fare thee well Fnglish 

Tl iere comes a time t ♦ Ge mum 


No, 111. — Price Containing 

Bright* be thy Droims. .*>*.„*. Welsh 

The Crystal Hunters . Swiss 

Go then— Ais vain Stci7<a» 

Oh days of Youth * , * * * , , , , * French 

Peace to the Slum here rs Catalonian 

Row gently here Venetian 

Sav what shall be our sport to-day Sicilian 
See the dawn from Heaven .... Italian 

When first that Smile, Venetian 

When Love was a Child ..., M Swedish 
When thou shah wander. * . * * * Sicilian 
Who’ll buy my Love-knots,* . . Portuguese 


No. IV 

Farewell Theresa ***,***,..*, Venetian 
Go now and dream ********** Sicilian 

Here sleeps ike Bund * Highland 

I low oft when watching stars . .Savoyard 
Ne’er Uil k of wisdom’s gloomy school Mahratla 
Nets and cages t Swedish 
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Take hence the Bowl ¥ Neapolitan 

Though ’tis all but a dream . , French 
’Tis when the cup is smiling ,, Italian 
When the tmt summer Bee . .German 
When through the Piazetta Venetian 
Where shall we bury our shame Neapolitan 
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Than art , oh God / 

This world is all a fleeting Show 
Fall'n is thy Throne 
H ho is the Maid ? (St. Jerome's Love) 

The Bird let loose 

Oh/ Thou who dry' st the Mourner's Tears 


fj Weep not for those 
The Turf shall be my fragrant Shrine 
11 Sound the loud Timbrel (Miriam’* Song) 
Go, let me weep 
Come rwti ok ford / 


XI 1 <J 


Were not the sinful Mary's Tears 
As down in the sunless Retreats 
But who shall see 

: Almighty God / (Chorus of Priests) 

Oh fair / oh purest l (St* Augustine to hi* S,MtrJ 
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A SELECTION OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano- Forte by H, II. BISHOP, and Words by HORACE TWJ5S, Price 


Count not the Hours 
A Stranger is come 
O do not think my i cords are cold 
Tho 1 my Visions of Life 


No, I . — Containing 

Alt/ Lore is but a Lassie yet 
The Shadows are stealing 
Hear Girl 
The Crystal Waters 


■ Oh cast not a Damp oa this Hour of Delight 
Oh why is yon Cottage so desolate 
Fare ye well, my pretty Sophy/ 

Yet, ere / seek a distant share 


itn Symphonies and Accompaniments, by JOHN PARRY . 

No, j Contain iug 

Druidical Chorus, on the lauding ef the Romans 

The Sea Song of Gavran 

The Hall ot Cynddyhui is gloomy to-night 

The Rocl^. of Cader Idris 

The Lament of Llywarch Hen 

Grufydd’s Feast 

7 he Cambrian in America 

Sons of the fair Isle forget not the time 

J iihesui’s Prophecy 

Owain Glyndwr’s War Son- 

Prince Madog’a Farewell 

Caswallons Triumph 

Press on my steed 1 hear the swell 

Die Mountain h ires 

YY lute Snowdon 

1 ha Chant of the Bard* 
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The Green Isles of Ocean 

Be happy to-day 

’Tip the step of my Morvydd 

Strike the Harp 

Sweet Vale of the Tywi 

I crossed in its beauty thy Die’s Druid water 
The Summer Storm is on the Mountain 
The Lament of the Last Driiid 
Ellen dear 

The Heroes of Cymru 
The Etfile of Cambria 
Ye free Sons of Cambria 
Oh Cambria! the Davi of thv G!orv 
The Hildas H orn 
Oh \Y allia ! around thee 
; The Death of Llywtiya 
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A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIES. 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments by C. L. HORN, and Poems written to ihe Airs by Wri* RKADER^ Jun, Esq.^Pnce 15# 

No, L — Containing 

Red u the Billow's Spray 1 ' ' ' 1! fair Dream ! , fl N'S hi h 


Rose of this enchanted Vale 
Hark J the Song . 

In the woody Wilds 


tiring me the Wine 
How true the Spot 
/n vuin thou catlest 


From the Hill 

Oh ! come tfwu not near 

Maid of the wi ' Id fy-ici thing Eye 


LALLA ROOKH*. 

Selections J rvrtt that €&l e b R a t e d P o e m, the Music by thefollomng No jj l e and Eminent Composers — 
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Bishop ........ 
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Ditto .......... 
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Dr. Clarke . ... 
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Namouua’a song, Recifc. and Aria . **« Hr, Clarke *,*.«* 2 
Oh! let cue only breathe theair., t>t4 J * C. Clifton . 1 

We part for ever Harris. .......... 1 

Bend corner's Stream, Ballad 2 

Paradise and the Peri, Recit, and Song Ditto 2 

A mby ' '$ Daughter 6'. Kialtmark * * * * . * 2 

Then fly with me. Ballad. Ditto 1 

F ly to t he desert, Ba) lad ............ Ditto ,,,. f 2 

Hindu's appeal to her lover Ditto ............ 2 

’Twas his voice, Recit- and Air ...... Sir J* Stevenson f , 2 

Now morn 1 is blushing, ditto Ditto , ***v.*. *,*# 2 

Oh ! fair as the sea-flower, Ballad , , , , 1\ Welsh ........ 2 

The PeiPg song, ditto.,.*,, Dilft) rt4t4 M...,. 2 
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begs to 'nrtorm the Composers of Music, and Music-sellers, that he is the only person authorized by Messrs, Longman and Co* 

to publish, with Music, the Songs or Verses in the above Poem, 


HANDELS SONGS. 

Arranged with a Piano-Forte Accompaniment by Sir John Stevenson, Mus. Doc. 


s* rf. 

No. l , Lord, remember David I 0 

— 2, Holy, Holy, Lord God A mighty I O 

— - 3, j know that my Redeemer liveth ...... 1 0 


No, 4, Comfort ye, my people 1 

— 5, Deeper and deeper 1 

- — * G, Angela ever bright and fair*. 1 


(To be continued,) 


SERIES OF SONGS, &c. 

COMPOSED BY HENRY R. BISHOP. 


No. I. Absence (written by Thomas Campbell, Ksq.) 

2, Sceneaof my Childhood (written by Mrs, Cornwall B. Wilson,) . , 

3, O lovely is the Summer Morn (written bv Miss Anna Maria Porter) 

(To be continued*) 


s * d* 

2 0 
2 0 
2 O 


A DRAMATIC FAIRY SCENE. The Worda by Charles Hallett, Esq., the Music by T* Rovedino, price 5 j. 


A SERIES OF FRENCH SONGS, 

. NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 

s* d . 

Le Vail hurt Troubadour Saiivan ...... t 0 ■ Rose d* A mour Boieldieu . * * * 

l,e Port rail .......... 1 0 Depuis longtems Gemil le A nnette ...... Ditto ...... 

Le Sentient Franf&ia 1 0 he Geutil Housird ...... ............ 

Partaiit pour la Syrie 1 0 , Cdlut qui sut toucher mou cm ur. ........ , . 

(To be continued. J 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DUETTS, Sic. &c. 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 
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Lriovinette ehe JhUj, Duett and Chorus Mozart 


Masnri ... 1 1 1 1 0 

1 ttmd dal carO bene. Surti . 

Ditto , 1 0 

iSItiyi'r m m 1 fj 

Mozart „ 10 

Rossini . . * Q 0 

N on piii andrai Mozart 

Oh quanto l 1 aninitt Moyer 

Su T aria Dm It Mozart 

Sn 1 Miir^me . 

Mozart , 1 0 

Cara fa o () 

Mozart . 1 li 

j\Ioztirt' t t il 

Ditto 1 0 

□ 

Tu che ucccitdi Rossini 

Vederlosol brumo, * , , . . Duett ****** Paer , 

Vedrai cariao Mozart 

Yui ehe sapefe Mozart 

Zitti, Zitli, Piano, Piano, . , Trio , , Rossini 


(To be continued P ) 
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ABSENCE 

Adieu, at day-break 

A fare wel 1 ! 

AU ! me, why should I heave the fond 

Ah l say, lovely Emma 3 

Ah ! what woes are mine , .,..,*.*»** 
Ah ! who would heed the seeming sigh ? 
Alice of Fyfe* VM 

A m edley 

And thou art young . 

Annot Lyle 

A raby’a daughter 

A rosy cheek , , , 

Allld Jang syne, t l M 

Auld Robin Gray .* 

A way with this pouting and. . . . 

A youth sat sighing 

Banks of Allah Water ****,*.. 

Be gay ! be gay ! 

Be sure that a smart little maid 
Bill of fare. * . . , * .***.**.**,♦ 

Black and blue eyes 
Blighted rose 

Bold is the maiden’s heart . ( . 

Bosoms who conquer'd atsd bled 
Bud in beauty 
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Bishop .** 

Ki all mark * 
Stevenson . 

Kelly 

Stevenson * 

Ditto 

Horn , * , 

IVest 

Horn 

A I Zip' 
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Kia/ltnark * , , , 

Horn 

ifurwj ** - 

Ditto 

T. M., Eiq 
Kelly 
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Horn 

Stevenson 

S 

Moore 

Stevenson ***..,* 

Kelly 

Ditto 

Stevenson ******* 


Can I again that form caress ?.*.**.. 

Cease, oh ! cease to tempt 

Cease your funning, [New Edition) . 

Chain and 1 ute 

ChlpUr on pockets 

Child of glory 

Come, al I you forsaken 

Come* take the harp 

Come, tell me, says Rosa 

Come tell me where the maid is found 

Contradiction 


Moor* 

Ditto 
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2 
2 
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1 

2 
1 
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Walmisley 


Kelly 

Dr* Clarke 
Stevenson , 
Ditto , * . . . 
Ditto 

Cooke * * * • * 


1 
t 
1 

2 
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Day of love *.,**....* 
Damorfs complaint ***,*,..*** 

Dandy beau 

Dear aunt,,, 

Dew Fanny 

Dear ladies, listen to iny tale p . , 

Dearest Ellen, awake 

Deep in my soul ,, t(I 

Did not ? , P . , * ****.*.., 

Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom , 
Does the harp oF Rosa slumber ? 
Donald, (new e li/ion) *****..,, 


• , * 


Moore ***,**,,*. 2 
Kelly 2 

Cooke , * * . **,.».. * 1 
Moore .......... 2 

Stevenson ..***.** 2 
Howell *.***».,** I 
Emdin *,**»>*,*« 2 

Duval 

Moore **»*..*,, 

Smith 

Stevenson ****... 


I 
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Emblem 

Ethereal hope, nuptial song,* 
Every hour l lov’d thee more 
Exile of Erin 

Expostulation *.#♦**»*.*.. 


Fair as the rooms light. 

Fair lady, why this frowning ?****, 
Fair Rosn ! 

Fanny, d earest 1. ,*****.»*« 

Fanny was in the grove 

Fare thee well, thou first and fairest 
Farewell, Bessy ! ******** *,*.... 

Fly* fly away *, .*, *.**, 

Fly from the world, O Bessy l 

Fly to the desert . 

Fojlv, the , * . 

For her I die ,**,****.**,,,.. * * . 
Friend of my soul ,,****,.****, 
From glory’s heights descending. . . 
From life, without freedom *.**... 


4 * 


Horn ************ 2 
Hawes ********** 2 
B leivt 1 1 ********** 5 
Campbell ******** t 
Kelly t 

B. Linius* Esy 
Cooke, ***,*.. 

Parry ........ 

Moore 

T, AU $*<]> - 

Alolinetrx . 

Mnorc , . * 

/ J drr7/ 

Moore . . * 

Kiatlmark 2 

Kelly I 

Stevenson *...,**, 1 
Moore ********** 1 
Kelly .*******.,.* 1 
Moore **■»,*«*.*. 2 


* ■ r » 
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i! 
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1 
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I 


Gallant Troubadour * * * * Stevenson 

( iemgrasi mnid ******** Bishop * « 

Give, love 1 give Beethoven 

Gulden chain***.** ****** Leonard, . 

Good night * , * Moore , * 

Go. sweet enchantress I , * * ***** Stevenson 

Green spot that blooms *»,*., Mltlt Kelly m , ,, 


* * ■ * 
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Grotto ,,**.** ,...*.»****, #*.**,* 
Hapless Mary ! ***.*, 

Hark ! the trumpet* hark ! *.,,.*.*** 
Heath, this night, must be my bed. , .* 

Hence* faithless hope ! * * 

Henry a nd Sue,**.,.**, * 

Here, in this lone little wood ***.*,*, 
Here’s the bower *,*.*.*,,,...,*•** 
Her heart was made to love **,»**•,,, 

Houx 

Hope, thou N tme ****** ...... * , * . 

Hope told a Battering tale ..**,.,,** 

Hou r of victory * 

How happy once * 

Hush'd be that sigh * * 

Hush ! dearest, hush E 


Parry *..**»*•» * 
Dr. Clarke **-.**. 
Cooke ***.#. ****.- 
Kemp *,,,*,*.*, ** 
Stevenson * . * , * • * * 

Horn * * * ■ * 

Stevenson **.*,.*. 
Moore ..,,***,*, 
Horn . * ■ * 


- - 


Ditto .,.*** 


t # # i 


I always torn to thee ..*.**, 

I can no Longer stifle, * 

Je suis un pauvre Savoyard , , , 

If I swear by that eye * 

If maidens would marry 

If thenlo love thee be offence* 

) f winter frowns* ***.,**,,«*.*.*., 
I have woven b garland for thee , * * , 

Fli love thee ever dearly . * . * * 

I’m deep in love 

Vm wearing awa 

I’m weari ng away .;*.*.*.*.*«■••* 

In days of old 

Indian maid 

I never told mv loye 
[ never will deceive thee ...,,*** 

In moments In delight 

In the days of my youth * 

In vain may that bosom *■**.....* 
Invitation, the *.*..*,.**..*,.*** 

In yonder hoover 

I sigh for the days that are gone * . . * 
It is not that a woman’s eyes ***.,. 
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Stevenson *,,.*.*. 2 


Paisiello * 
Stevenson 
Moore . 
Stevenson 
ffom * * • 


Kelly *>.**• 
T. M* f Esq* 

Ware 

Stevenson * . 
Horn 

Stevenson * * 
Horn ...... 

Holden * * * * 
Coo Ac. *,* *. 
Parry . . * * 
Burns 


* * 


Horn **,*..**«** 
Kelly *.*****..-- 
Ditto ****,,*•*., 

Parry * 

fValmisley * * 

King * . * * 

Kelly 

'Pum bull ........ 2 

Arnold *,.*•«*•*« 1 
A- ^ lly .*,*«*,#*■** t 
Cooke , .......... * 1 


Kilty of Coleraine **.»;*,*...**, 

La meat, the * . 

Land of Shillelah 

Laud o’ the Leal (New Edition/ .* 
Light as the shadows of evening ***. 
Light sounds the harp *.*,.**...* h 

Lilia, come down to me * * « , 

Little Mary’e eye 

f *oiid«n, now is out of town 

Look that says I love thee * , 

Lord of the castle * * 

Lottery, the * * 

Love * 

Love and Fol ly 

Lovu and Time * 

1 ,ove Bi rd . * * , * * . 

Love, honour, and obey !*,,*,*,.* , 

1 /ive in a storm * 

Love, like an A pril day 

Lover’s Smiles 

J move’s light summer cloud *,...,*, 
Love thee, dearest, !ove thee ****** 
Love will lisid out the way ..*,*,, 
I.oud the trump of war w as blowing 

Maid of Marlivale*, 

Maid of the rock ****** 

A laid w hose heart was cold to love * 

Mansion of love, * 

March aw ay, Helen !.*.*.. 

Mary, 1 believ’d thee true *,**,.* 

Monody 

My heart anil lute * * 

My heart’s my own , . 

My life, I love like !.. ********* 

My love hastes him home. . * , 

My love, when thou’ it away * , , 

My dying sire ,,,**.,,****,., 

My mother did one rule bequeath 


* * ♦ 


Stevenson * * . * , 
Moore ....... 

Cooke ***..,*.* 
T* M.y Esq, . * * 
Ware #f ,,*.*.* 

Cooke . . . 

King 

Moore ,*..*** 
Horn ,.,*«,*** 
Smith , 

Kelly * * 

Smith. 

Cooke , * .**.*, 
Barry 

Dorn 

Turnbull 

Moore ,*.*•■ 
Moore 
LittU 
Horn 
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Stevenson • 2 ft 

Ditto,,, 1 G 

Ditto,,**,,, 2 O 

Emdin 2 ft 

Horn I l> 

Stevenson *..***.* I b 
Hawes 2 o 

Moore and Bishop , . 2 0 
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Nicholson 
Kelly , , 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


Namo arm’s song ...» 

Nay, weep not ! dear Ellen* * * 

Ned or the hdJs 

Nightingale, the 

No joy without ray love 

Now mom is blushing «••»•*..***< 

Obey 1 ip..**.; ,4,. . 

Oh ! come, sweet lass \ 

Oh! fair as the sea flower 

Oh ! fate in pi ty 

Oh! give me the heart that is cheerful 
Oh! rfthoac eyes deceive me not .* + , 

Oh ! Liberty. * 

Oh ! listen to your lover P . 

Oh ljfit unto my tale of 
Oh ! lovely is the summer morn .... 
Oh ! Nanny, wilt thou gang 

Oh ! never doubt my love 

Oh \ never from the maid depart. , . . . . 
Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us , 

Oh l Patrick 

Oh l remember the time 

Oh! see those cherries 

Oh 1 smile not thus „ ,****. , » » . • 

Oh l soon retu rn 

Oh ! turn away those mournful eyes. , 

Oh ! white is the anow 

Oh! why should the girl of my soul 

Oh ! Woman !j... 

Oh! woot(* of green Erin lllllt . IM 
Oh 1 would t ne'er had seen thee ! . * . * 
Oh ! yes— so well, so tenderly p . * * . . 
Oh! yes, when the bloom 

One dear smile 

Orator Puff .. M ( * ( 

Orphan boy , , 

O softly sleep ! 

Paddy i n London * , 

Paddy the piper 

Pangs of abten ce ....... j, * 

Parting hour i« come, love 

Part ini/ look she save .,..,. ltl * lt 

Pleasures of Brighton . . 

Plumed casque 

Poh ! Dermot, go ’long with your goster 
Pray, Goody ! . , . ......j . 

Pretty Sophy 

P robuhi Ei ty 4 . 

Rabbinical origin of woman * 

Kay that beams for ever 

Remembrances , * , , 

Return, my love 

Roderigh Vich- Alpine. M * lfltP ,,*, c 

Roll, drums, merrily 

Rose of affection .... 

Sale of loves 

Savoyard’s return 

Say, pretty weeping figure 

Scenes of my child hood . P ..,.* ll * <l 

Scots wha hue wi* Wallace bled , 

Sea Roy’s Dream,. 

Send live bowl round merrily 


Dr* Clarke 


* * * * 


Qwenson 
S o I a . . , * . 
Cooke ♦ * , , , 
Stevenson . 

Horn 

Stevenson * 

Welsh 

Horn .... 
Cooke, * . . , 
Stevenson . 
Moore . , , 
Horn ..... 
Stevenson * 
Bishop * . * 
Carter w . , 

Cooke 

King 

T* M* t Esq 
Bishop , * , 
Moore , , , 
Ditto * , . . » 

Smith ..... 
Moore . . . 
Stevenson . 

Kelly ..... 

Moore * . * 
Ditto 

Doy le * . * 
Stevenson . 
Moore . , * 
Ditto ..... 
Moore , • • 
Ditto . . , . . 
Smith * , * * , 
Ditto , . . . . 

Irish Air . 
Ditto * . . . 
Philipps . 
Doyle . . , 
Turnbull 
Horn . . * . , 
Kelly ., **. 
T* M„ Esq 


. * 


Soft breezes breathing 

■ 3 - — - 


* * « * * * 


^oft Zephyr .... 

Soldier, rest ! * . 

Spanish patriots *,.**....* 

Spirit pf joy 

Spirit’s song 

Stay, one moment stay ! * , * * 
Summer* .*,.,*,**..#.**,, 
Sweetest moments life allows 
Sweet is love .. 

Siveet is the beam of morning 

Sweet is the dream 

Sweet lady ! look not thus .* 
Sweet minstrel, sing ! .*.,.* 
Sweet robin ... ..... * * * . 

Sweet Rose, come away ! . , . * 
Sweet seducer ******* 

Tablet of love 

Take buck the sigh ........ 

Tarry, ye momenta 
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Sipith 1 2 

Moore I 

Stevenson J 

Dr* Clarke ****** 1 

Kemp***,, 1 

Barry 1 

Moore 2 

Dr* Clarke 2 

Stevenson ..*.*,,, 2 
Ditto 2 

Kelly 1 

Doyle ............ 2 

Dallas 2 

Stevenson ........ 1 

Ditto m 4 , 2 

Ditto*** 1 

**.*, 1 

Dibdin .......... 1 

Moore ********** 1 



Moore ******** P ,■ 2 

Kelly . 1 


* 4 * * * * 


•Bishop ********** 
T* Jll> Esq* 

Moore * 

Kelly 

Mrs. Me Multan , . 
Stevenson ****** ri 

Barn 

Cooke 

Stevenson .,,,,*** 

Moore ********** 
Dr > Clarke ****** 
Stevenson ******** 
Bishop 
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Tastelife’a glad moment.* 
That shepherd, sure, is he 


There’s the bower 
They bid me sleep 


Tho’ far from thee t in roving 
Tho 1 fate, my girl ......... . 


u s- cj >■ 

Tho’ winter frowns 

Thou hast sent me a flowery band . . 

Thunder-bolt frigate * * . . . 

Thy gentle maimers, ........ 

Thy rah *i.n,** 

Thy rza 

’Tis love that should rule the breast 

'Tis Love, *tis Love, 

’Tis wine alone can banish cate . . , , 
To J ulia, weeping ...... ........ 

Toll not the bell 

To love thee 

To the brook and the willow 


Triumph of Russia *, . , « 

Trumpet of glory. 

'Twas his own voice , . . 

,r rwas on a wild and lonely 
Tyrolese song 

Ulrica „ * 

Vittoria ****** ********* *,**,%****, Ditto 

Wake, maid of Lorn 

Waters of Elle 

What’s life unities! with Love 
When a man weds ........ 

Whence can you inherit .... 

When Charles was deceived . , 




When from thy sight, love 


\V'hen I think of my own green glcu 
When [ went for a soldier 
When Leila touch'd the lute .... 


* * 


When love gets in the vouthful bruin 


When midst the gay*. .,*,**..**.* 
W'laen night was spreading o’er me . . 

hen storms disturb old ocean’s bed 
When the days of the summer .... 

When the girl of my heart 

When the rose-bud nf summer .... 

When time, who steals. ........... 

When twilight dews. ,,...,.,***** 
When woe on the bosom of mercy . , 

While parted from the youth 

Whilst I listen to tby voice .**..*,. 
Whilst on the beach I w ander ...... 

White rose of honor 

Who would not love ? 

Why cornea he not ...... ..*,,** 

William and duunett 

Will you come to the bower ? ........ 

Wilt thou say fa new el 1, lore ? ........ 

Winds, whisper gentl v .............. 

Woman's power ending never, 

Woman’s smile 

Woman, who conquers all ,,**,,,**, 
Wood hi lie cottage 

AVoodman^s cot* 

Wo^mI pecker 
W reatli you wove 

Ye banks and braes, (new) edition ) , * * * 

Y e light forms of fancy 

Yes, i t is, love I 

Yes, thro' the wide world 

Young Jessica *,,, p - , 

Young love .... i * 

Young son of chivalry ........ 

Youth L adore 
Y outh is but short 
You watch’d the sun’s ruv .... 
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Kelly ...... 
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Horn ****.*.,..,. 
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slit wood ********** 
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Stevenson ******** 
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Walmisley ******** 
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(j 



1 
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* 

Stevenson ******** 
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Ditto ************ 

1 

0 

# 

Dallas 

2 

0 

1 

Mrs * Opie , ****** * 

1 

6 

* 

Stevenson 

1 

6 

u 

Kelly 

1 
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Ditto ************ 

2 

G 

ft 

Moore ********** 

2 

0 

¥ 

Stevenson ******** 
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-v 
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Kelly **/,.. ...... 

l 

6 

* 

Moore \ ***** **** 

2 
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-■ 

Cooke ************ 

1 

a 

P 

Ditto 

2 

0 

■- 

Stevenson ******** 

2 

0 

* 

Stevenson ........ 



* 

Ditto ******* 

1 
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*> 

Horn 

1 

G 



T 

0 


Moore 

2 

0 


Kelly 

1 

G 

■ 

Ditto ,,***.****** 

1 

G 

■ 

Ditto 

2 

O 


Turnbull ........ 

i 

G 


Horn 

i 

G 

V 

Moore 

2 

0 

■ 

Hotn .. ......... 

1 

6 

* 

Philipps ........ 

1 

G 

* 

West * 

1 

G 

m 

Moore ********** 

£) 

-w 

o 


Stevenson ******** 

o 

0 

» 

King . . * 

1 

0 

* 

Kidl?u o rk ******** 

Q 

m 

0 

m 

Dr- Clarke ****** 

2 

0 

m 

Stevenson **,*.*.* 

2 

0 


■ « i * 


Moore » . . * . . . , , + 2 
Stevenson ******** 2 
Howell ********** I 
King ************ 1 
AVeuentoj* ........ 2 

Doyle ************ 2 

Kelly 1 

Cooke 2 

Smith I 

Sanderson ******** 1 

T. Af f Esq* ****** i 
Moore ********** 2 
Stevevsdn .*.*,*.. 2 
Kearns ********** I 

Parry 1 

Cooke I 
Stevenson ******** 2 

Kelly 1 

JJitto **■**• ****** 2 
.*#-**■»*,.* 1 

Burns 1 

Kelly i 

Clifton 1 

Mrs* 1 

Moore ^ 

Ditto ************ 2 

King i 

Cooke I 

htallas 2 

Welsh Air , * I 


Zou nds, my lad Cooke 1 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


DUETTS. 


A h l sn y if the glance 

AhtsJ poor Lubin 

As with slow-moving oar , * 

Cu Uteri lie 

C hieftain # . , * * ‘ ‘ ‘ ' * ' * 

Chink-a-chin k 

Come, friendly night 
Come, ail ye youths 

Cougeuiai to friends 

Could a man he secure (/tno edition) 

Dear, in pity *m. ..***»***• **mm* 
Dragon fly , ((tl> ; ifi 

Dress, with the, the myrtle bower *, 
Edmund of the hill ,. . 


Black . . 
Stevenson 
King , * , . 


Lady C\ Stewart 
Stevenson ...... 

Horn 

Livius *.***,,, 

Harris . . 

Stevenson . * . . 1 4 


$> d. 

I 6 

1 fi 

2 O 

2 O 
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Q 


0 

G 

fi 

ti 
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Faithful lave 

Fore thee well ! 

Flowers in the east 


Heave one sigh . . p , 
Here is the lip 1PP 
Tie 's gone, ah ! me 


If fortune smite, . 
In search of glory 


Joy» that pass away , 

Lady, by Cupid's darts i swear 

Liftsboat 

Love anti the sun-dial 

Cove in thine eves [wtfio edition) 
Love, my Mary, dwells 


, , Stevenson ........ 

i 

t 

0 

6 

SmUh\\\\ * , . 


0 

. • Stevenson ........ 
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fi 

. . Ditto- 

1 

(1 

, , Parry .......... 

0 

t) 

. . Ditto 
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0 

* < iwliki , 1 , , 

Qi . 

0 

. . Horn . T 
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0 

• * Moore ....... 

-2 

0 

, . Kemp 

2 

□ 

in Sanderson 
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ti 

« , Kelly ............ 

1 

d 

. , Cooke 
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0 

Steeenson ........ 
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. , Moore .......... 

2 
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+ • Dr» Clarke ...... 

0 

fi 

, . Moore 

2 

G 

’ ■* L^ti (it , , , t ■ t * • * , . . 

2 
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Jackson . 
Stevenson 


Love, watid ring thro" the golden maxe Ditto 


l 

£> 

*rf 

£t 


0 

0 

0 


Mourn nor, silly mortals t . 

Rights of in u si e 

No 1 never shall my soul forget 

Now bright July to pleasure calls * 

{ ) d i nna weep 

Our first young love 

Peace ! . 


Send home those long strayed eves', , , , 

Sliou td we be forced to part , 

Snog of war (l(# 

Sparkling fountains , P . 

Surprise, 

Tdl me where is fancy bred ? , , 

Ditto ditto 


m m a ► m 


Tifat 1 no longer wish to rove. 
Think ml me, 


Thro’ silent woods , „ , , 

Time has not thiim’d [new edit ton) 

Tit* bits ,,...,,*,,4* f.-.., 
Tog ft her let na range the fields , , , 
Turn to l! us heart. 


P V * ■ ■ 


Wake thee, my dear 

Wurrior's soul h nil in arms ! , , ( 

VVell-a-day 1 

^ hen in languor sleeps the heart 
When Jove from the skies 
When war unfurls his ban utr bright . , 
M here is the light from Lands tower ? 
While parted from the youth I love , . , „ 
Wilt thou say farewell, love ? ........ 

Wine to cheer 

Would you gain by art ? 

V ouug rose *****,**,«*,,., 


* ^ $. d: 

» Stevenson »<ny lf( v G ti 
Moore .......... 2 ti 

Stevenson 2 G 

Horn t £ ti 

J . M, Harris. (lilt 2 0 

Moore . , 2 o 

p 

Stevensm ........ 2 u 

Ditto .......... t . i fi 

Cooke. * „ , 2 0 

Moore 2 0 

Stevenson l4 4 ,, If ^ <j 
LfttlO I G 

Ditto 1 ^ ti 

Arranged by Hi shop £ 0 

Stevenson 1 fi 

Ditto 9 « 

King ............ s t} 

Jackson <((i#trptp i fi 
Cooke ............ 1 t J 

Dr , Boyce i fi 
Horn, i fi 

Moore 9 o 

Cooke J tf 

Horn . P . ) o 

Stevenson 3 O 

Horn «... I ti 

King ... ....m .... I tf 
Stevenson ........ 2 G 

King , . , * , * * J fi 

Bishop 2 it 

Parry 1 ii 

Kelly t 6 

Moore , * , . 2 o 


GLEES. 


J. 

A broken cake Stevenson ........ 2 

Allcu-a-Dale Horn..... 2 

Arid will he not come again Stevenson 1 

Archer's glee, Ditto .. m m 1 

Awake \ Apollo calls D^fc> ! 1 

Banks of A I Ian water Hatces .......... 2 

Blithe are the bowers of Mosellai Kelly q 

Blest were the days Stevenson 2 

Boat trio — “ How gently, row 11 Ditto 2 

B uds of Roses Ditto 2 

Canadian boat-song Moore 3 

Cease not yet, sweet bard i * Stevenson ........ 2 

Come, buy my cherries, &c. Ditto. 2 

Come, follow me Ditto 5 


Day set on Norham’s castle sleep , , . P Lord Burghersh . . 3 
Doubt thou the stars are fire Stevenson t 

* Ditto ............ 2 fi 


5 


Fairy glee * Ditto ^ 

1 air and False Lord Burghersh . . 2 

Fill, fill the goblet Aylmer .......... 1 

Finland love-song Moore 2 


f jive me the harp ........... Stevenson 

Happy love Ditto..., 


Hark ! the bell is ringing Ditto 

Hark ! thro' the long resounding halls King r 

Here's the bower St even 1 

Hermits Ditto 

Hcly be the pilgrim’s sleep Mod 

l mark'll not eyes sieve i 

LontSy isle 


i • ( 


venson ..... 

H,m 

* * ' * r • 1 1 i « 1 ■ « * . 1 


d. 

Q 
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6 

0 

6 

6 

o 

6 

0 
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0 

0 

0 

0 

0 
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0 

0 

0 
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mm 2 0 

2 0 
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son ........ 2 (i 

.3 0 

re .......... 5 0 


2 0 
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d. 

Merrily 0 1',.., 

4 , * Stevenson 

. 2 

G 

Mountain cot. ..... 

. * , Kichardt 

f 

. 2 

0 

N or throne of state . , 

* * , Kelly ........... 

. I 

G 

Now js the merry month of May * , * 

... Stevenson ....... 

> 5 

u 

N Tw let the warrior wave his sword. 

. . 1 Moore ......... 

. 2 

fi 

Now the star of day is high 

. , , Stevenson 

p 3 


Ocean king 

, P- West 

, 2 

G 

Oh I lady fair I 

* . * Moore , t f , 

. 3 


Oh ! stay, sweet fair 

. , • Stevenson 

, 3 

0 

Oh ! tell me, pilgrims 

* , 1 Ditto 

> 2 

fi 

Raise the song 

... Steven son p 

1 

0 

Roderigh Vich-AIjiine* * 

• , . Horn ............ 

► * 

. 3 

0 

Sigh not thus, di \ simple boy .** 

mm'* Moore .......... 

, 1 

fi 

Sir Rowland the brave 

. . . Stevenson ........ 


ii 

Soldier, rest !., 

. . . Kemp ...... ...... 

2 

6 

Song that lightens the languid way. 

..1 Moore * , * * 

3 

ti 

Spirit of Bliss , * * , , 

p*. Lord Burgher sh .. 

3 

0 

Sweet lady, look not thus again » , * , 

> * * Stevenson ........ 

3 

0 

This is love ,*,,,*. ***. . 

. , , Moore ...mm 

■- j 

fi 

Ti ntr-a-tinde 

. . . Horn 

« 

0 

m m m m m m w * * * r * * w m 

Tis done ! the fatal deed 

. * * Lord Burg her sh . , 


a 

To the brook and the willow 

, * « Stevenson ...... .. 

<2 

H 

To ihv lover . . 

, . Ditto ............ 

2 

0 

0 inter the greenwood tree 

. . Ditto * * * , 

0 

fi 

Under the hawthorn tree P .,, 

, * Ditto 

1 

'fi 

Up, quit the bower 

. , Attwood. ......... 

0 

0 

aki>, Rosa, wake (jtrcwufte) . .. , 

- • Bartlett ..... m.* 


fi 

^\T fc fairy folk . . 

. . Stevenson . . ...... 

-rf 

u 

\\ hen time, who su^ila our years, , . , 

Phelps . 

0 

ti 

Where shaJ i tijc lover re^t ? 

. . Stevenson ........ 

2 

fi 

W by so pa lo? .................. 

. . Lord Burghersh . . 

0 

w 

fi 

Wood nvinnh 

. . Smith 

2 
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r 1 

Wreallis of flowers • 

, , Stevenson ........ 

2 

fi 
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INSTR. U M IvNT A J. MUSIC, 


NEW PIANO-FORTE WORKS, 


GRAND SESTETTO for Piano-Forte, pro Violins, Tenor, Violoncello, and Double Buss, in which is in-* 

troduced the tidmiretl Air, “ *Ti$ the lust , Ri*e of Summer/* ****,.,. *** Ries *. 

— Pldii6-Forle jrtft * * * * * * * 


a ft 
6 6 


ALLEGRETTO et Yalce*, Kl&AtohYk ; , 

A Temple to Kriendblul | j ...» , V. Ehtistcff . , 

Aria and Wultzer, inscribed to G* 

G. Ferrari. Violin Accbtilp* ****** .»*•**.,*.* 

Banka of Allan Water .. * **... Chipp *,** 

liatt'i, batli, o bel Masetto* Flute ac- 

com poni client .....***.. .*«*•■*• Little , * * , 

Bird-catcher ...,*,.***,*.***« Mozart , , lf 

Blaizc et Babet. . . , » , . ••*.*<*.•* * * . Hmceli , . . . 
Cease y our fun nm g ... Davy .***., 

Cogmi’s (I Sonata.” Violin Accomp, 

Come chase that starting tear . « Enuestnff , . 

Conway Ferry Parry 

Devonshire Wat tz »..**••*.**#..*, V oigt ****** 
Di piaoermi balzo* Flute Accomp. * * . Little . ... 
EveleeaVs Bower ••**»»*****■»•**** IVocffl * , « . 

Fantnsie *,.,*,* . , , Gladstones 

Fly not yet Woelji .... 

Geltnek’s Air from 44 Alcestfi. 11 ****** 

** Air” in C * ** 

— “Aria” inC — *. 

— f * Minuet” from Le Nozze 

Disturbatc 

* c Waltz 11 * *. 1 ..,..,, mi 

G I adh tailed Grand Sonata, with Orches- 
tral accompaniments* «,.**.* ............ 

■ - * - — without ace or a pa* , . * *» , • , , * * . 

Glow di Glow ..mm.mm. CftJitr. 

Go w litre glory waits thee ...... . ,,*.. Corn , .* * . . 

Guaracha Waltz *.**..**,*****,,** Lit tie »...*. 
H a rmonioua Blacksmith (new edition) Ilandel .**. 
Holder’s ** Divertimento*” Op. 4(i. 

to M rsu L.H ** 

— - — — 4< Sonata.” Op, 47. to Miss ' 

Emi Ly Tower .* * ****** * * * 

Howell’s Progressive Sonatinas 

J’sft de la raison Gelinek , . * , 

La Belle Henrietta ..***.**♦..,.*.. Holder tli . 

La belle Kosa , Ditto 

La c* darem Getmok 

- — . Flute accompaniment. . ** Little . . * . * , , 

Lady Mary Jartsen 

La Gavotte de Vestris. Flute accomp. Little t . . . * . . 

La Petit Sonate* Op. 45. Holder . . , , ( 

LTIymenee Von lunch * . , 

Lieber Augustine Gelinek * , * * . 

L'Oiseau de Venus.* , * * Kiallmark ' . . * 


j, d* 

2 0 
2 O 

2 ft 

2 —ft 

ft 4 ) 
ri G 
2 0 
U 0 
5 0 

2 0 

1 ft 
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2 0 
2 0 
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enu9 M ,.M.M.M..«* Kiallm ark 4 , * . ,n . . 
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Lillie’s Exercises on Piano- forte, 


Mozart^ 


w 

Pastoral Rondo, . . , 
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CopJtc .*,*•* .#*«** 
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Jansen ********* * 
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Von Esch *,..***.* 
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t 

ft 

i ■ 

Lfthdxn .**■.*«».» 

1 
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Lanza .......... 

(> 
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Gelinek . . 

2 

0 

no* 

md 

i ■ m 

Metxler. 

1 

ft 

VPeippcrt ****,..* 

5 

a 

t fl! • 

Hummed **.*...* 

o 

ft 

■ * 
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La tour ,,****...* 

3 

0 


Little ............ 


ft 


Kinllmarfc ........ 

2 

0 


Little ........... 

o 

ft 


Holder .,***<*#.. 

3 

ft 

- «- 

Tlummell ******** 

2 

(i 


{ Iclinck * 

a 

ft 


Dhfo 

2 

t> 


............ 

1 

ft 

* * 

Ditto ...... ..***» 

o 

■ml 
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Ilode’s Air, variations Lyiaght 

Row gently here *•»*,.**•* EuvcitiiJjF * 

St, Patrick’s Day * . * - Lo^Vf 

-.Scot’s wha hae wi* Wallace .,*.*.*,.* Foigt .*«•*• .*•**■ 
Sicilian Dance ,«**.....*,■*.*,*•* . Little *.,,.*,*•> 
SitJ liana and PolUcca **..***.***,*. Schulz **.*•*.->• 
sSophy ^.,* 4 **,, Burrowed 

Sim Flower .»*..*..■*..***#•% * r »** HummpU 

Sweet Richard , + ...„,***.****•*»*. Parry w .*••*,..*»> 
Syren Schulz 

Teraii and Wal tz ...,*..*»**,••>•** Holder ,*,.«**••• 
T u die acceudi, Flute accomp. ...**** Little* ,.,.*****«> 
Turn again, Whittington, withaccom- 

panimenbi Flute and Violoncello. . Turnbull. •«■**.,* * 

— — ■ ■ — without accomps. .••»,***•*•*••***» 

Tyrolese Air * * , * . , * Gelinek *,.,**.*»* 

V alee F ran^oisc, ,«*•..»•»,**.*.**** Jtivgw&od ,.**«*»• 
\ erietian Air ...*...*.,****..«#**** Huttttnctl *.,,**•* 
When love was a child .*...**..*•■** 

When the Rosebud *,*,,*..** A iallmetrk 

Wood- pecker * BurrOtCtS ...,*,** 

Ve Cumbrian Youths Parry. **.****,.« . 


2 ft 

2 t! 

3 ft 

1 4i 

2 ft 

.'l 0 

2 ft 

2 ft 
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.1 ft 
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Young Love ,**»*.*..,..».,.****.■ Burrowcs 


«*..** 


3 ft 
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dr lute anti 33iano=drorte* 


$* d w 


IJatti, batti, o bel Masetto **.****,** LUth .* 2 

Di piacer mi balza il cor ****** Little 2 

F m tante Angosde, Flute Accomp . , * Little , , * J 

Gin la mensa et Brad Casa Ram Coggins 2 

Hornpipe danced by Mud. Milanie* * . . Cooke 

La ci darem la maun *.■.*,.,,**.** Little* .*...***,,, I 

Mozart’s Military Waltz JUetzler ) 

O Dolce Con cento Burrowcs fylMchufson 2 


O Dolce Concento * . * * Parry 3 

Nightingale ..,**,....*»•* .,.««*■ » Parry. ***.,,*,*•* 3 
Parry’s Six Divertimentos ,*,*»**... ..*.*.,*«**.*■ * * > 5 

Potnnoise .*.*.,, Metzler *.,***,*•* 3 

Thistle Grove .**.,*....,*.,**.**^ Coggins . .***.*,*. 2 

Thrush Parry 3 

Yestris’ Gavotte. J^lute aecomp. .... Little ... * t ****** * 2 
When the Rosebud Kialhnarh ,,.***.* 2 


Co^l fan tutti [ 

Ditto, with accomp ****** 2 

Idomeneo I 

Ditto, with accomp * 2 

II Direttor 1 

Ditto, with accomp* 2 

11 Don Giovanni ,,.**, lt 

D itto, with accomp* 


^fcjact’5 Oi3crttirf5, 

A and corrected Edition, with Elute and V ioloncello Accompaniments* 

$* d. 

1 ti 11 Flunto Mao-ico . 


II Flnuto Magico , **.*.*., * **** **, , * ******** ** 1 

Ditto, with accomp*. ^ • 3 

1 1 Seraglio 1 

Ditto, with yecomp. 2 

La Clemenxa di Tito y, 1 

Ditto, with necump. * S 

Le N ozzt di Figaro »**•.*..**.*.*.***..**»*.***.*-- 1 
Di tto, with accomp * * - 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


Henry tlie Fourth, with accompaniments for 


©tortures* 


F lute and Violoncello, * Martini ****** 4 

with Flute accompaniment 3 


t . d. 


* £ 11 Ratio di Proserpina,” withaccomp. 

for Flute and Violoncello Winter . * - * * * * * *+ 3 

“ 11 Taneredi,” with accompaniments 

for Flute and Violoncello Rossini * , 3 

* — ~ with Flute uccomp .*»« **.< .***•«•**,*• « 2 

Lodoiska, with accompaniments for Flute 

and Violoncello * . , *,*, Kreutzer 

with Flute Accompaniments. 


0 

0 


Bride of Abydos Kelly **«•.. 

All in the dark B* Limns t Bsy* * . 


3 

1 

2 

2 


G 

G 

0 

G 

0 

Q 


Cali ph of Bagdad 
Conquest of Taranto , 
First Attempt *,**,,, 
Floddeu Field ,, 1(f (l 
Florence Maca rthy ... 
Frederick the Great,* , 
Harlequin Whittington 
High Notions **,**.,* 
Medley ,**,,*****.*, 
Pints 

Successful Cruise*.., * 
Valley of Diamonds, * * 


s* d* 

Lanza * * * * ***** S 0 

Kellu --,**. 2 0 

CmIh< . . * *,* 2 0 

Ditto * * . *^ ****** * 2 0 
Cooke „****,. * * * , 2 O 

Ditto , - 2 G 

Ware ****** 2 it 

Putty ************ 3 0 

Logier ***.,***, 2 0 

King .**.,.**,,* * 2 6 

Sanderson **..*,** % 0 

Coni k ********** R 2 '0 


m& xtw< 


a, d. 

l 6 


Four Waltzes* Sets l, 2, and 3, by M> Sehoengtn 

Four Waltzes, “ The Wood-Hill/' 

** Clifton,” 4 * Casllc Mahon/ 1 and 

i( ChorlemonL* 1 bv * * * T, Holt «,*,..*, I G 


National Waltz and Si* others, as 
danced by the Misses Dennett, com- 
posed by . * * , , * * 

Three Waltzes* ** The Cohourg/* 
“ The Auglcsea,” and 11 The Sarah 
Ann/ 1 composed by * . , 


A/*ji H. M. Derwctt 


j* d. 

2 G 


Augustus 31nes 2 o 


JHiisattrs ©ualutlles, Nc, 


J H Power, lias the honour to inmonneo to ihe Nobility an J Gentry, Subscribers to the ILilta at Almjck’i and the Argil] Jtooius, that he Jus pjrctia+cd fr*m 
Messrs. Miipanl, CoHinet, Mid Mich an t die eschtovc Copyright ol aU the tjujuinite-i- and Waltzes rompoMMt hy ibcisi lb h season* 

1 1 tli Set, with Flute Actonip,, dedicated to the Duchess of s. rf* 


Somerset. 4 0 

12th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princes L*t crimpy ***. 4 0 

13th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Counter St. Antonin 4 0 

1 4 ill Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Bull, Carlton 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton ; composed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated to His Most 

Gracious Majesty George the Fourth 4 0 

]5th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Mm Seymour 4 0 

iGtli Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codrington ****** 4 Q 

17th Set, with ditto, dedicated lo the Counietv St* Antonio 4 0 

*** The subjects of this set from **La Gazza Ladra** 1 


18th Sot, with Flute Accornp*, dedicated to the Hon* Mis* 

Beaumont 

IfHh Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Counters of Wepiys* 
and i\l arch *.*..•*«** * *****.•»,****•*,*■■> . 
9 Utli Set, composed expressly for, and most humbly dedi- 
cated to, the Duke oj Dcton&hire f and the Noble 
and Hon, Member® of the Ball Committee at 
the King*® Theatre for the relief of the Diatres&'d 

Irish ****** *********** 

21&t Set, with Flute Accotnp* dedicated to Lady Petre 


tL 
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4 


0 
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jlfttMtttft’g fc&laUiesL 


6th Set, with Flute Aecomp * ****** 2 

7th Set, Ditto * , **. *» ** 2 


6 

6 


3th Set, Ditto {Nouvelles Mazocas) * *, * * ***** ® & 

9th Set, Ditto 2 G 


©anew* 


J* Power’s Pocket Edition of Quadrilles, as danced at the 
Argyle Rooms, Almack’s 4 1 '.* Books 1 to 7 * t «&cb * * , * 

J* Power’s select Dances No V, containing 4t The Caro- 
line” — « Papageno " — '* Highland Laddie ’’ — 11 Gavotte 
de Yestris* 1 — “Ivanhoe^ mid * l Exmotif h W altz,”* 


O 


1 0 


i 


! 


Ditto, No. VI. containing ** Echo Dunce ’ 1 — fi Eclipse 
Waltz ”*— 4t Dr. Syntax 1 ' — “ Burlington Arcade” — - 
« Waring Waltz 11 — aud (t Captive Bird, {to be cemrifured*) 1 

J. Power’s Collection of Dances, Waltzes, Quadrilles, Sft mi 
for 1820, 1321, 1822, and 1833, with Flute Accomp* . * 


0 


l b 


for Ctoo iiJrrfonnrr^ 


*' a 




Bagatelles , , * Little 

Cease your funning * Bennett 

Di tarvti palpiti ,.*,*,** Bennett ..*.***.** 

Flow on thou chining River *..,**** * * 

Hope told a fluttering tale ********** Barnett 
Lee Belles Berg^rea, with Ilarp Accom- 
panimeut *.***,*••*.,*•***..*** Little. * , * , . * v .+ . • , 4 
Dilio, without Accompaniment ***** * Ditto* * ,, ..***•* . 3 
Oh Lady Fair ***** ********** Jiurrotees -****.*. 2 
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2 

3 
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G 
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6 

0 
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(i 


j* tl. 


Those evening bells * Lies 3 

Ov* « II Tnncred/* * . * * * * Little. * . - * * 2 

Do* Do, with Accomp, Flute and \ ioloucello 3 
Overture mid Selection? from M tizurfs 
celebrated Opera “ 1 1 Finn in M;igico i) 

arranged from the original score, by Little U 

Book «,****. *,,*«*•*,* 3 

Books 2, 3, 4, mid 5 each , , * * 4 
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b 
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NEW HARP MUSIC 


*«!**• 


* * * > 


******** 


Banks of Allan Water 
Brussels Waltz 
Cambrian Youth •**••#*.*.•*■•**»•*•*. 
C rod el Perch6, &c, Harp and Piano-Forte * . 
Diink^to me only with thine eyes , ******** . 
EvelecoV Bower (from t lie Irisli Melodies) * , . . 
Hilton House ... ************* ******** 

Introduction ami Polonuise (HurpftndP*-Forte) 
Legacy (f rom the Irish Melodies) ****.,,*,* 
IVierch Me^im *****.-.***-*.,»...,.*,*,, 

My love is like the red, red rose 

Munich Waltz, ^c. 


■ f p i 


Chipp 
Holden * . 
Party * * * * 

Chipp . * , * 

W tipper t * . 
f hipp * * * * 
Weippert * , 
Chipp * , , , 
Chipp , * * . 
Miss Dibdin 
Hummcli . * 

Hummed 
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0 softly sleep ,**,,, ,**,.»**. *•*.*'*•»*» Dizi 
Peace be around thee (from the National Air&) Hummed 

Rhenish Air * * * Wtippni 

Sty Patrick* Fantasia and Va nations ****.■ Bocks a . 
Sun-flower, the (from the Irish Melodics) . * * * Hummed. 
Sweet B ichard ,*.**■ ,***.*.***,«».**--<* Parry 
Three Waltzes* Harp and Piano-Forte ,.** Hummel 

*Tis the last Rose of Summer Chipp 

Venetian Air ****** Hummed * 

To Ladies uves, * Pit to 

WcVe a 1 Noddin * Chipp 
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fttfrertteement. 


In presenting the Third Number of this Work to the Public, Power begs 
leave to offer his acknowledgments tor the very liberal patronage with which 
it has been honoured ; and to express a hope that the unabated zeal of those 
who have hitherto so admirably conducted it will enable him to continue it 
through many future Numbers with equal spirit, variety, and taste. The 
stock of popular Melodies is far from being exhausted; and there is still in 
reserve an abundance of beautiful Airs, which call upon Mr. Moore, in the 
language he so well understands, to save them from the oblivion to which 
they are hastening. 

Power respectfully trusts he will not be thought presumptuous in saying, 

that he feels proud, as an Irishman, in even the very subordinate share 

* 

which he can claim in promoting a Work so creditable to the talents of the 
Country — a Work, which, from the spirit of nationality it breathes, will do 
more, he is convinced, towards liberalizing the feelings of society, and pro- 
ducing that brotherhood of sentiment which it is so much our interest to 
cherish, than could ever be effected by the arguments of wise, but unin- 
teresting, politicians. 


The Irish Melodies will be continued in Numbers, containing each 
Twelve Airs, several of which will be arranged as Ducts, Trios, <$c . ; and, 
with one of the succeeding Numbers, a List of the original Subscribers will 
be published. 

J. Power will be much obliged by the communication of any original 
Melodies which may have escaped his research, and which are worthy of a 
place in this Selection. 


Gristed by W. CLOWES, 
Noitbumbcriand-couH, Strand, London, 
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THE THIRD NUMBER 


FIRST LINES. 

Introductory Piece 

Erin t oh Erin / 

Like the bright Lamp 

Drink to her . 

Oh ! blame 7iot the Bard . . . 

While gazing on the Moon's Light 

When Daylight was yet sleeping under the 

Billo w 

When Daylight was yet sleeping under the 

Billow 

By the hope within us springing 

Night clos'd around 

Oh ! tis sweet to think 

Thro ’ Grief and thro ’ Danger 

When thro ' Life unblest we rove , 

It tJ not the Tear at this Moment shed 

'Tis believ’d that this Harp 



AIRS. 

Cean dubh Delish 

The snowy-breasted Pearl 
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Thamama Hulla 

Heigh ho ! my Jacky , . * . 
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Like the bright Lamp 
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Zi ^refator# better 

, TO 

THE MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF D 


WlIIL F the Publisher of these Melodies very properly inscribes them to the Nobility and 
Gentry of Ireland in general, I have much pleasure in selecting one from that number, to whom 
my share of the Work is particularly dedicated. Though your Ladysliip has been so long 

absent from Ireland, I know that you remember it well and warmly — dial you have not al- 

lowed the charm ut EugiiJi society, like ,lhe taste of die lotus, to produce oblivion of your 

country, hut that even the humble tribute which I offer here, derives its chief claim upon 

your interest from the appeal which it makes to your patriotism , Indeed absence, however 

fa til to some affections of the heart, rather strengthens our love for the land where we were 
born; and Ireland is the country, of all others, which an exile must remember with enthu- 
siasm, Those few darker and less amiable traits, with which bigotry and misrule have stained 
her character, and which are too apt to disgust us upon a nearer intercourse, become softened 
at a distance, or altogether invisible, and nothing is remembered but her virtues and her mis- 
fortunes — the zeal with which she has always loved liberty, and the barbarous policy which 
has always withheld it from her — the ease with which her generous spirit might be conciliated, 
and the cruel ingenuity which has been exerted to l * wring her into undutifulnessV* 

It has often been remarked, and oftener felt, that our music is the truest of all comments 
upon our history. The tone of defiance, succeeded by the languor of despondency — a burst of 
turbulence dying away into softness — -the sorrows of one moment lost m the levity of the next — 
and all that romantic mixture of mirth and sadness, which is naturally produced by the efforts of 
a lively temperament, to shake off, or forget, tlie wrongs which lie upon it : — such are the fea- 
tures of our history and character, which we find strongly and faithfully reflected in our music ; 
and there are many airs, which, I think, it is difficult to listen to, without recalling some 
period or event to which their expression seems peculiarly applicable. Sometimes, when the 
strain is open and spirited, yet shaded here and there by a mournful recollection, we can fancy 
that we behold the brave allies of MontrOsef? marching to the aid of the royal cause, notwith- 
standing all the perfidy of Charles and his ministers, and remembering just enough of past suf- 
ferings to enhance the generosity of their present sacrifice. The plaintive melodies of Carolan 
take us back to the times in which he lived, when our poor countrymen were driven to worship 
their God in caves, or to quit for ever the laud of their birth (like the bird that abandons the 
nest, which human touch has violated) ; and in many a song do we hear the last farewell of the 
exilej, mingling regret for the ties which he leaves at home, with sanguine expectations of the 
honours that await him abroad — such honours as were won on the field of Fontenoy, where 
the valour of Irish Catholics turned the fortune of the day in favour of the Trench, and ex^ 
torted from George the Second that memorable exclamation, IC Cursed be the laws which de- 
prive me of such subjects !* 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our music, it is certain that our finest and most 
popular airs are modern ; and perhaps w r e may look no further than the last disgraceful century 
for the origin of most of those w ild and melancholy strains, which were at once the offspring 
and solace of grief, and which were applied to the mind, as music was formerly to tlie body, 


* A phrase which occurs in a letter from the Earl of Desmond to the Earl of Ormond, in Elizabeth's time. — Strima 
Sacra, as quoted by Curry. 

■f There are some gratifying accounts of the gallantry of these Irish auxiliaries in The Complete History of the 
Wars in Scotland under Montrose" (l66’0). Sec particularly, for the conduct of an Irishman at the battle of Aberdeen, 
chap* 6. p. 4<); and, for a tribute io the bravery of Colonel G'Kyan, chap. 7* p* 55. Clarendon owns that the Marquis 
of Montrose was indebted for much of his miraculous success to this small band of Irish heroes under Macdonnel. 

| The associations of the Hindfl Music, though more obvious and defined, were far less touching and characteristic. 
They divided their songs according to the seasons of the year! by w'hich ^says Sir William Jones} 41 they wrre able to 
recall the memory of autumnal merriment at the close of the harvest, or of separation and melancholy during the cold 
months/* See , — Asiatic Transactions, vol, 3. on the Musical Modes of the Hindfis.— What the Abbe du Bos says ot 
the symphonies of Lully may be asserted with much more probability of our bold and impassioned airs : — Lllci 
auroient produit dc ces effets, qui nous paroissent fabuleux duns Ic recit dcs anctcns, ai on les avoit fait en tendre A 
dcs homines, d\m nature! uussi vif que les Alh&nica*,— SUflrx* *ur ia Peintur? t Ate* tom. 1. seel* 45i 
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“ decantare loca dolentia.” Mr. Pinkerton is of opinion* that none ol the Scotch popular airs 

is as old as the middle of the sixteenth century ; and though musical antiquaries refer us, for 

some of our melodies, to so early a period as the fifth century, I am persuaded that there are 

few, of a civilized description, (and by this I mean to exclude all the savage Ceanans, criesf, &c.) 

which can claim quite so ancient a date as Mr. Pinkerton allows to the Scotch, But music 

is not the only subject upon which our taste for antiquity is rather unreasonably indulged ; 

and, however heretical it may be to dissent from these romantic speculations, I cannot help 

thinking that it is possible to love our country very zealously, and to feel deeply interested in 

her honour and happiness, without believing that Irish was the language spoken in Paradise 1 ; 

that ojir ancestors were kind enough to take the trouble of polishing the Greeks $ ; or that 
A bans, the Jrtypernorean, was a native ot the North of Ireland ||, 

By some of these archaiologists it has been imagined that the Irish were early acquainted 
with counter-point^ ; and they endeavour to support this conjecture by a well-known passage 
in Giraldus, where he dilates, with such elaborate praise, upon the beauties of our national 
minstrelsy. But the terms of this eulogy are too vague, too deficient in technical accuracy, 
to prove that even Giraldus himself knew any tiling of the artifice of counter-point. There 
are many expressions in the Greek and Latin writers which might be cited, with much more 
plausibility, to prove that they understood the arrangement of music in parts ** ; yet I believe 
it is conceded in general by the learned, that, however grand and pathetic the melody of 
the ancients may have been, it was reserved for the ingenuity of modem Science to transmit 
the “light of Song” through the variegating prism of Harmony. 

Indeed the irregular scale of the early Irish (in which, as in the music of Scotland, the in- 
terval of the fourth was wanting ft) must have furnished but wild and refractory subjects to 
the harmonist. It was only when the invention of Guido began to be known, and the powers 
of the harp ft were enlarged by additional strings, that our melodies took the sweet character 


* Dissertation* prefixed E6 the 2d volume of his Scottish Ballads* 

i Of which some genuine specimens may be found at the end of Mr. Walker's work upon the Irish Bards* 
Mr* Bunting has disfigured his last splendid volume by too many of these barbarous rhapsodies* 
t X See Advertisement to the Transactions of the Gaelic Society of Dublin* 

$ 0'Halloran, voh l p part I, chap. fi. 

|| Id* ib* chap. 7- 

H It is also supposed* but with as little proof, thaithey understood the rfifsw, or enharmonic interval. The Gieck* 
seem to have formed their ears to this delicate gradation of sound ; and, whatever difficulties or objections may lie in the 
way of its practical use, we must agree with Mcrienne (Preludes de l 'Harmonic, quest, 7), that the theory of music 
would be imperfect without it; and, even in practice (as Tosi, among others, very justly remarks. Observations on 
Florid Song, chap. 1* sect* lG), there is no good performer on the violin who does not make a sensible difference betweer 
D sharp and E flat, though, from the imperfection of the instrument, they are the same notes upon the piano-forte* 
The effect of modulation by enharmonic transitions is also very striking and beautiful* 

** The words womiXi* and i-rtfopwta in a passage of Plato, and some expressions of Cicero in Fragment, lib. 2. de 
Republ* induced the Abbe Fraguier to maintain that the ancients had a knowledge of counter-point* M, Burette, 
however, has answered him, I think, satisfactorily* (Examen d'un Passage de Platon, in the 3d vol. of Histoire de 
I'Acii) M* Huet is of opinion (Fensees Diverses) that what Cicero says of the music of the spheres, in his Dream of 
Scipio, is sufficient to prove an acquaintance with harmony; but one of the strongest passages which I recollect in 
favour of the supposition occurs in the Treatise attributed to Aristotle, Elrpi K&£J>b — M u™* h ef Ilf SjUS XHi tt. T. X* 

+t Another lawless peculiarity of our music is the frequency of what composers call consecutive fifths ; but thin is an 
i regularity which can hardly be avoided by persons not very conversant with the rules of composition ; indeed, if I may 
venture to cite my own wild attempts in this way, it is a fault which l find myself continually committing ; aivd which 
has sometimes appeared to pleasing to my ear, that I have surrendered it to the critic with considerable reluctance. 
May there not be a little pedantry in adhering too rigidly to this rule?— I have been told that there are instances in 
Haydn of an undisguised succession of fifths; and Mr. Shield, in his Introduction to Harmony, seems to intimate that 
Handel has been sometimes guilty of the same irregularity. 

ft A singular oversight occurs in an Essay upon the Irish Harp, by Mr. Beauford, which is inserted in the Appendix 
to Walker's Historical Memoirs.—** The Irish (says he), according toBromton, in the reign of Henry II. had two kind* 
of harps, * Hibemiri tamen in duobus music i generis instruments, quamvis pracipitem ct velocem, suavcm tamen et 
jucundam,’ the one greatly bold and quick, tbc other soft and pleasing."— How a learned gentleman, like Mr. Beau ford 
could so mistake the meaning and mutilate the grammatical construction of this extract is unaccountable. The follow- 
ing is the passage, a$ I find it entire in Bromton ; and it requires but little Latin to perceive the injustice which has 
been done to the words of the old Chronicler : — ** Et cum Scotia, hujus terra Glia, utatur lyrii, tympano et choro, ac 
Wallia cithara, tubis et choro, Hibemici tamen in duobus musici generis instrumentis, quamvis pr&cipitan et xdocem 
suavcm tamen ct jucundam, crispatis modulis et intricate notulis, harmoniam™ Hist* Anglic. Script, p* 10^5 

I should not have thought this error worth remarking, but that the compiler of the Dissertation on the Harp, prefixed 
to Mr, Burning's last work, has adopted it implicitly* 
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which interests us at present; and, while the Scotch persevered in the old mutilation of 
the scale*, our music became gradually more amenable to the laws of harmony anti counter- 
point. 

In profiting, however, by the improvements of the moderns, our style still kept its originality 
sacred from their refinements ; and, though Carolan had frequent opportunities of hearing the 
works of Geminiani and other masters, we but rarely find him sacrificing his native simplicity to 
ambition of their ornaments, or affectation of their science. In that curious composition, indeed , 
called his Concerto, it is evident that he laboured to imitate Corelli ; and this union of manners 
so very dissimilar produces the same kind of uneasy sensation, which is felt at a mixture of dif 
ferent styles of architecture. In general, however, the artless flow- of our music has preserved n* 
self free from all tinge of foreign Innovation!; and the chief corruptions of which we hav*; v > 
complain arise from the unskilful performance of our own itinerant musicians, from whom, to-* 
frequently, the airs are noted down, encumbered by their tasteless decorations, and responsi- 
ble for all their ignorant anomalies. Though it be sometimes impossible to trace the original 
strain, yet in most of them, “ auri per ramos aura refulgetj/' the pure gold of the melody shines 
through the ungraceful foliage which surrounds it ; and the most delicate and difficult duty of a 
compiler is to endeavour, as much as possible, by retrenching these inelegant superfluities, and 
collating the various methods of playing or singing each air, to restore the regularity of its form, 
and the chaste simplicity of its character. 

I must again observe, that, in doubting the antiquity of our music, my scepticism extends 
but to those polished specimens of the art, which it is difficult to conceive anterior to the dawn 
of modem improvement ; and that I would by no means invalidate the claims of Ireland to as 
early a rank in the annals of minstrelsy, as the most zealous antiquary may be inclined to allow 
her. In addition, indeed, to the power which music must always have possessed over the minds 
of a people so ardent and susceptible, die stimulus of persecution was not wanting to quicken our 
taste into enthusiasm ; the charms of song were ennobled with the glories of martyrdom; and the 
Acts against minstrels in the reigns of Henry VIII. and Elizabeth, were as successful, I doubt not* 
ii making my countrymen musicians, as the penal laws have been in keeping them Catholics. 

With respect to the verses which I have written for these Melodies, as they are intended rather 
to be sung than read, I can answer for their sound with somew hat more confidence than their 
sense ; yet it would be affectation to deny that I have given much attention to the task ; and 
that it is not through want of zeal or industry, if I unfortunately disgrace the sweet airs of my 
country by Poetry altogether unworthy of their taste, their energy, and their tenderness* 

Though the humble nature of my contributions to this work may exempt them from the rigours 
of literary criticism, it was not to be expected that those touches of political feeling, those tones 
of national complaint, in which the poetry sometimes sympathizes with the music, would be suf- 
fered to pass without censure or alarm* It has been accordingly said that the tendency of this pub- 
lication is mischievous §, and that I have 'chosen these airs but as a vehicle of dangerous politics— 
as fair and precious vessels (to borrow an image of St* Augustin ||) from which the wine of error 
might be administered. To those who identify nationality with treason, and who see, in every 
effort for Ireland, a system of hostility tow ards England— to those, too, who, nursed in the gloom 
of prejudice, are alarmed by the faintest gleam of liberality that threatens to disturb their dark- 
ness ; like that Deinophon of old, who, when the sun shone upon him, shivered^! !— to such men I 


* The Scotch lay claim to some of our best airs, but there arc strong traits of difference between their melodics and 
ours. They had formerly the same passion for robbing us of our Saints ; and the learned Dempster was, for this offence, 
called ** The Saint-stealer.” I suppose it was an Irishman, who, by way of reprisal, stole Dempster’s beautiful wife 
from him at Pisa. — Sec this anecdote in the Pinacotkcca of Erythraeus, part 1, page 25, 

t Among other false refinements of the art, our music (with the exception perhaps of the air called 14 Mamma* 

■i- 

Mamma/' and one or two more of the same ludicrous description) has avoided that puerile mimicry of natural noises, 
motions, &c. which disgraces so often the works of even the great Handel himself, D'Alembert ought to have had 
better taste than to become the patron of this imitative affectation. — Discavn Prcliminaire dc F Encyclopedic* The 
reader may find some good remarks on the subject in Avison upon Musical Expression, a work, which, though under 
the name of Avison, was written, It is said, by Dr, Brown, 
t VirgiU jEnetd, lib, 6. v, 204. 

5 See Letters, under the signatures ofTimxus, &c. in theJlfornbig Prof, Pilot, and other pa pen* 

|f ** Non accuso verba, quasi vasa electa atque pretiosa ; sed vinum erroris, quod cum eis nobis propinatur ab ebriis 
doetoribus/* — Lib. I, Confess, chap* l€. 

f This emblem of modern bigots was head-butler (rfv-i(cT«»0 to Alexander the Great Rest* Empir * Ptirrft * 
Hypotk. Lib, I* 
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shall not deign to apologize for the warmth of any political sentiment, which may occur In the 
course of these pages. But as there arc many, among the more wise and tolerant, who, with 
feeling enough to mourn over the wrongs of their country, and sense enough to perceive all the 
danger of not redressing them, may yet think that allusions in the least degree bold or inflammatory 
should be avoided in a publication of this popular description, I beg of these respected persons to 
believe, that there is no one who deprecates more sincerely than I do # any appeal to the passions 
of an ignorant and angry multitude ; but that it is not through that gross and inflammable region 
of society a work of this nature could ever have been intended to circulate : it looks much higher 
for its audience and readers ; it is found upon the piano-fortes of the rich and the educated ; of 
those who can afford to have their national zeal a little stimulated, without exciting much 
dread of the excesses into which it may hurry them ; and of many, whose nerves may be, now 
and then, alarmed w ith advantage, as much more is to be gained by their fears than could ever 
be expected from their justice. 

Having thus adverted to the principal objection which has been hitherto made to the poeti- 
cal part of this work, allow' me to add a few words in defence of my ingenious coadjutor, Sir 
John Stevenson, who has been accused of having spoiled the simplicity of the airs, by the chro- 
matic richness of his symphonies, and the elaborate variety of his harmonies. We might cite 
the example of the admirable Haydn, who has sported through all the mazes of musical sci* 
ence in his arrangement of the simplest Scottish melodies ; but it appears to me that Sir John 
Stevenson has brought a national feeling to this task, which it would be vain to expect from a 
foreigner, however tasteful or judicious. Through many of his own compositions we trace a 
vein of Irish sentiment, which points him out as peculiarly suited to catch the spirit of his coun- 
try's music; and, far from agreeing with those critics who think that his symphonies have no- 
thing kindred with the airs which they introduce, I would say, that, in general, they resemble 
those illuminated initials of old manuscripts, which are of the same character with the writing 
which follows, though more highly coloured and more curiously ornamented. 

In those airs which are arranged for voices his skill has particularly distinguished itself; 
and though it cannot be denied that a single melody most naturally expresses the language of 
Feeling and Passion, yet, often, when a favourite strain has been dismissed, as having lost its 
charm of novelty for the ear, it returns, in a harmonized shape, with new claims upon our in- 
terest and attention ; and, to those who study the delicate artifices of composition, the 
construction of the inner parts of these pieces must afford, I think, considerable satisfaction. 
Every voice has an air to itself — a flowing succession of notes, which might be heard with plea- 
sure, independent of the rest ; so artfully has the harmonist (if I may thus express it gavelkd 
the melody, distributing an equal portion of its sweetness to every part. 

If your Ladyship’s love of Music were not known to me, I should not have hazarded so long 
a letter upon the subject ; hut as, probably, I may have presumed too far upon your partiality, 
the best revenge you can take is to write me just as long a letter upon Fainting ; and I pro- 
mise to attend to your theory of the art, with a pleasure only surpassed by that which ! have 
so often derived from your practice of it — That the mind, which such talents adorn, may con- 
tinue calm as it is bright, and happy as it is virtuous, is the sincere wish 

Of your Ladyship’s grateful friend and servant, 

THOMAS MOORE. 

Dublin, Jan?} a ry, 1810. 


* I am happy to take this opportunity of apologizing for the manner in which I have misrepresented the conduct 
of the Duke of Richmond, in a note upon my poems “Corruption and Intolerance," — -a fault into which 1 wis led by 
too hastily taking for granted that his Grace, in adopting the party, would adopt also the errors, of his predecessors. 
On the contrary, however, upon the very point which I thoughtlessly selected as a subject of censure, his liberality and 
f orbearahCe have been such as to entitle him to the highest praise; and though, in common with every man who 
really loves his country, I must protest against the principle upon which the present Ministry came into power, 
I am convinced that no one could have wielded the bad weapon intrusted to him with more caution, skill, and gentle- 
ness, than the Duke of Richmond; of whom, in these party limes, it is no trifling eulogy to saj , that he extort* 
the esteem and approbation of those who are most strongly adverse to Lhe principle of his politics. — Should this apology 
appear misplaced or irrelevant, I know I shall at least be fr. given by those who have ew±r impatiently longed for m 
opportunity of acknowledging a fault and repairing an injustice* 
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Air — Thamama Halta*. 


I • 

LIKE the bright lamp that lay on Kildare's holy shrine fj 
And burned through long ages of darkness and storm, 

Is the heart that sorrows have frown'd on in vain, 

Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm! 

Erin ! oh Erin ! thus bright, thro' the tears 
Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears ! 


II. 

The nations have fallen, and thou still art young ; 

Thy sun is but rising, when others arc set : m 

And, tho’ Slavery's cloud o'er thy morning hath hung. 
The full noon of Freedom shall beam round thee yet. 
Erin ! oh Erin ! tho' long in the shade, 

Thy star will shine out, when the proudest shall fade ! 

III. 

Unchill'd by the rain, and unwak'd by the wind, 

The lily lies sleeping thro' winter’s cold hour, 

Till the hand of Spring her dark chain unbind, 

And daylight and liberty bless the young flower^, 
Erin ! oh Erin ! thy winter is past. 

And the hope, that liv'd thro’ it, shall blossom at last ! 


* There are various settings of this air ; that which differs most from the set we have adopted will be 
found at the eud of this Number* 

t The inextinguishable fire of St. Bridget, at Kildare, which Giraldus mentions—" A pud Kildariam 
occurrit Ignis Sanct® Brigidae, quem inextiuguibilem vocant; non quod extingui non possit, seel quod lam 
solicit^ rnomales et sanctae mulieres ignem, suppelonte materia, fovent et nutriunt ut & tempore Virginia per 
tot annorum curricula semper mans it inextinctuSi” 

Giralo. Camb, de Mirabil. Hibern * Dist* % c. 34. 

t Mrs* H, Tighe, in her exquisite Lines on the Lily, has applied this image to a still more important 
subject. 
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DRINK TO HER 


Air — Heigh ho f my Jack tty 


I. 

DRINK to her, who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh — 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy ! 

Oh ! woman’s heart was made 
For minstrel- hands alone ; 

By other fingers play’d, 

It yielc Is not half the tone. 

Then here’s to her, who long 
Hath wak’U the poet’s sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy ! 

II. 

At Beauty’s door of glass, 

When Wealth and Wit once stood, 
They ask’d her, “ Which might pass ?” 
She answer’d, “ He who could." 
With golden key Wealth thought 
To pass — but 'twould not do ; 
While Wit a diamond brought, 

W hich cut his bright way thro’ ! 
Then here’s to her, who long 
Hath wak’d the poet's sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy ! 

III. 

'[’lie Love, that seeks a home 

Where wealth or grandeur shines. 
Is like the gloomy gnome, 

That dwells in dark gold mines : 
But, oh ! the poet’s love 

Can boast a brighter sphere ; 

Its native home’s above, 

Tho’ woman keeps it here ! 

Then drink to her who lone 

o 

Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy ! 
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Air — Kitty Tyrrel, 


I. 

OH ! blame not the Bard, if he fly to the bowers 
Where Pleasure lies carelessly smiling at Fame; 

He was born for much more, and, in happier hours, 

His soul might have bum’d with a holier flame. 

The string, that now languishes loose o’er the lyre, 

Might have bent a proud bowf to the warrior’s dart ; 

And the lip, which now breathes but the song of desire, 
Might have pour'd the full tide of the patriot’s heart! 

II. 

But, alas for his country ! her pride is gone by, 

And that spirit is broken which never would bend : 

O’er the ruin her children in secret must sigh, 

For 'tis feason to love her, and death to defend ! 

Unpriz’d are her sons, till they’ve learn’d to betray, 
Undistinguisli'd they live, if they shame not their sires : 

And the torch, that would light them thro’ dignity’s way, 
Must be caught from the pile where their country expires! 

III. 

Then blame not the Bard, if, in Pleasure’s soft dream, 

He should try to forget what he never can heal : 

Oh ! give but a hope — let a vista but gleam 
Thro' the gloom of his country, and mark how he’ll feel ! 

That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down 
Ev’ry passion it nurs’d, ev’ry bliss it ador’d ; 

While the myrtle, now idly entwin’d with his crown, 

Like the wreath of Hannodius, should cover his sword { 

IV. 

But, tho’ glory be gone, and tho’ hope fade away, 

Thy name, lov’d Erin ! shall live in his songs ; 

Not ev’n in the hour when his heart is most gay 

Will he lose-the remembrance of thee and thy wrongs ! 

The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains ; 

The sigh of thy Harp shall be sent o’er the deep, 

Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains, 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep ! 


* We may suppose this apology to have been uttered by one of those wandering Bards, whom Spencer 
*o severely, and perhaps truly, describes in his State of Ireland) and wSiose poems, he tells us, 41 were 
sprinkled with some pretty flowers of their natural device, which gave good grace and comeliness unto 
them, the which it is great pity to see abused to the gracing of wickedness and vice, which, with good 
usage, would serve to adom and beautify virtue.” 

+ It is conjectured by Wormius that the name of Ireland is derived from Yr, the Runic for a lxnv t in 
the use of which w r eapon the Irish were once very expert* This derivation is certainly more creditable to 
us than the following : — 14 Bo that Ireland (called the land of Ire f for the constant broils therein for 400 
years) was now become the land of Concord/* — L lovi^s State Worthier Art Ihe T^ord Grandison , 

I See the Hymn, attributed to Alcaeus, t* “ I tvill carry my sword, hidden in 

myrtles, like Harmodius and Aristogiton,” fyc. 
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WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S LIGHT. 


A i it — Oonagh. 

I. 

WHILE gazing on the moon’s light, 

A moment from her smile I turn’d, 

To look at orbs, that, more bright, 

In lone and distant glory burn'd : 

But too far 
Each proud star 

For me to feel its •wanning flame ; 

Mucli more dear 
That mild sphere. 

Which near our planet smiling came*; 
Thus, Mary dear ! be thou my own — 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 

I’ll love those moonlight looks alone, 

Which bless my home, and guide my way ! 

II. 

The day had sunk in dim showers, 

But midnight now, with lustre meek, 
Illumin'd all the pale flowers. 

Like hope, that lights a mourner’s cheek. 

I said, (while 
The moon’s smile 

Play’d o’er a stream, in dimpling bliss,) 

“ The moon looks 
“ On many brooks ; 

“ The brook can sec no moon but this-f-:” 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes run, 

For many a lover looks to thee ; 

While, oli ! I feel there is hut one , 

One Mary in the world for me ! 


* ** Of such celestial bodies as are visible, the sun excepted, the single moon, as despicable as it is iu 
comparison to most of the others, is much more beneficial than they all put together 

W histo n*s Theory, &;c. 

In the Entretieris d? Ariste , among other ingenious emblems, wc find a starry sky without a moon, with 
the words Non milk , quod ahsens. 

+ This image was suggested by the following thought, which occurs somewhere in Sir William Jones’s 
works M The moon looks upon many night-flowers ; the night-flower sees but one moon. 1 * 
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WHEN DAYLIGHT WAS YET SLEEPING UNDER THE BILLOW, 


Air — Kitty of Coleraine * / or, Paddy's Resource. 


X. 

WHEN daylight was yet sleeping under the billow. 

And stars in the heavens still lingering shone. 

Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from her pillow, 

The last time she e’er was to press it alone : 

For the youth, whom she treasur’d her heart and her soul in, 

Had promis’d to link the last tie before noon ; 

And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen, 

The maiden herself will steal after it soon ! 

IJ. 

As she look’d in the glass, which a woman ne'er misses, 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterfly, fresh from the night-flower’s kisses, 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded her view. 

Enrag’d with the insect for hiding her graces, 

She brush’d him — he fell, alas ! never to rise : — 

“ Ah ! such,” said the girl, “ is the pride of our faces, 

“ For which the Soul’s innocence too often dies I" 

III. 

While she stole thro’ the garden, where heart’s-ease was growing, 
She cull’d some, and kiss’d off its night- fallen dew ; 

And a rose, further on, look'd so tempting and glowing, 

That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too : 

But, while o’er the roses too carelessly leaning, 

Her zone flew in two, and the hcart’s-ease was lost : — 

“ Ah ! this means,” said the girl, (and she sigh’d at its meaning,) 
“ That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost 1” 


* Having some reason to suspect that u Kitty of Coleraine” is but a modern English imitation of our 
Style* I Siave thought it right to give an authentic Irish air to the same words, without, however, omitting 
the former Melody, for which the wordi were originally written, and to which, 1 believe, they are best 
adapted 
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BEFORE THE BATTLE . 


BY THE HOPE WITHIN US SPRINGING 


Aia — The Fairy-Queen * 

I. 

BY the hope within us springing, 

Herald of to-morrow’s strife — 

By that sun, whose light is bringing 
Chains or freedom, death or life — 

Oh ! remember, life can be 
No charm for him, who lives not free ! 

Like the day-star in the wave, 

Sinks a hero to his grave, 

’Midst the dew-fall of a nation’s tears ! 

Blessed is he, o’er whose decline 
The smiles of Home may soothing shine, 
And light him down the steep of years : 

But, oh ! how grand they sink to rest, 

Who close their eyes on Victory’s breast 1 

II. 

O’er his watch-fire’s fading embers 
Now the foe-man’s cheek turns white, 

While his heart that field remembers, 

Where we dimm’d his glory’s light 1 
Never let him bind again 
A chain like that we broke from then ! 

Hark ! the horn of combat calls ! — 

Oh ! before the evening falls, 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round f ! 
Many a heart, that now beats high, 

In slumber cold at night shall lie, 

Nor waken ev’n at Victory’s sound : 

But, oh ! how blest that hero’s sleep, 

O’er whom a wondering world shall weep ! 


* In order to bring this fine air of Caro la n within the compass of the voice, it was necessary to raise 
seme parts of it an octave higher than they are in the original setting, and to convert into a symphony the 
wild characteristic passage, which, more than once, breaks so boldly across the course of the Melody, The 
merit of this arrangement, as well as the responsibility, rests entirely with Sir John Stevenson* He gave 
me the air in its present harmonized form - f and I found it rather a difficult task to follow, with words of 
any tolerable meaning, those abrupt varieties of expression with which it abounds. The Melody, in its 
original form, may be seen at the end of this Number. 

+ Ci The Irish Coma was not entirely devoted to martial purposes. In the heroic ages our ancestor^ 
quaffed Meadh out of them, as the Danish hunters do their beverage to this day.*' — Walker, 
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NIGHT CLOS’D AROUND THE CONQUEROR’S WAY. 


Air — Thy Fair Bosom. 



NIGHT clos'd around the conqueror’s way. 
And lightning shew'd the distant hill, 
Where those, who lost that dreadful day, 
Stood few and faint, but fearless still ! 
The soldier’s hope, the patriot's zeal, 

For ever dimm'd, for ever crost — ■ 

Oh ! who shall say what heroes feel. 

When all but life and honour's lost? 

It 


The last sad hour of Freedom's dream, 

And Valour's task, mov'd slowly by, 

While mute they watch’d, till morning's beam 

Should rise, and give them light to die ! — *■ 
There is a world, where souls are free, 

Where tyrants taint not Nature’s bliss : 

If death that world’s bright opening be, 

Oh ! who would live a slave in this ? - 
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OH! TIS SWEET TO THINK, 


Am — Tkaiu , sou Gander, 


I 

OH ! ’tis sweet to think that, where’er we rove. 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear > 

And that, when we're far from the lips we love. 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near*! 

The heart, like a tendril, accustom’d to cling, 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone, 

But will lean to the nearest and loveliest thing 
It can twine with itself, and make closely its own. 

Then, oh I what pleasure, where’er we rove. 

To be doom’d to find something, still, that is dear ; 

And to know, when far from the lips we love. 

We Iiave but to make love to the lips we are near l 

II. 

Twere a shame, when flowers around us rise. 

To make light of the rest if the rose is not there ; 

And the world's so rich in resplendent eyes, 

"Twere a pity to limit one’s love to a pair. 

Love's wing and the peacock’s are nearly alike ; 

They are both of them bright, but they're changeable too : 

And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike, 

It will tincture Love’s plume with a different hue ! 

Then, oh ! what pleasure, where’er we rove, 

To be doom’d to find something, still, that is dear ; 

And to know, when far from the lips we love, 

W e have but to make love to the lips we are near ! 


* I believe it is Marmontel who says tc Quand on n’apas ce qne ton aime, ilfaut aimer ce que ton a * 1 
— There are so many matter-of-fact people* who take such jeux ctesprit as this defence of inconstancy to 
be the actual and genuine sentiments of him who writes them* that they compel one, in self-defence, to 
be as matter-of-fact as themselves, and to remind them that Democritus was not the worse physiologist for 
having playfully contended that snow wae black, nor Erasmus in any degree the less wise for having written 
on ingenious encomium ot folly. 
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THRO' GRIEF AND THRO DANGER. 


Am — J once had a True-Love. 


T. 

THRO’ grief and thro' danger thy smile hath cheer'd my way, 
Till hope seem'd to hud from each thorn that round me lay ; 
The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love burn'd. 

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turn’d : 

Oh ! slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free, 

And bless'd e’en the sorrows that made me more dear to thee. 

II. 

Thy rival was honour’d, while thou wert wrong'd and scorn’d ; 
Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows adorn’d : 

She woo'd me to temples, while thou lay’st hid in caves ; 

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas ! were slaves ; 
Yet cold in the earth at thy feet I would rather be 
Than wed what I lov'd not, or turn one thought from thee. 

III. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail — 

Had st thou been a false one, thy cheek had look'd less pale ! 
They say too, so long thou hast worn those ling ring chains ! 

That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains ; 
Oh ! do not believe them — no chain could that soul subdue ; 
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shinetli too* ! 


* a Where the Spirit of the Lord is, there b liberty,”~ST, Paul* 2 Corinthians, iii* 17* 
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ON MUSIC. 


WHEN THROUGH LIFE UN BLEST WE ROVE, 


Am — Banks oj Banna. 

I. 

WHEN through life unblcst we rove. 

Losing all that made life dear, 

Should some notes, we us’d to love 
In days of boyhood, meet our ear ; 

Oh! how welcome breathes the strain, 

Wak< ?ning thoughts that long have slept— 
Kindling former smiles again 

In faded eyes, that long have wept ! 

II. 

Like the gale, that sighs along 
Beds of oriental flow’ i s, 

Is the grateful breath of Song, 

That once was heard in happier hours. 
Fill’d with balm, the gale sighs on. 

Though the flowers have sunk in death : 
So, when Pleasure's dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music’s breath 1 

III. 

Music ! — oh ! how faint, how weak 

Language fades before thy spell ! 

Why should Feeling ever speak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well ? 

Friendship’s balmy words may feign. 

Love's arc cv’n more false than thev ; 

■ 

Oh ! ’tis only Music's strain 

Can sweetly sooth, and not betray ! 
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When thro* life un 


When thro’ life 
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Losing all 


we rove; 


Losing all _ **. that 
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Losing 
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un blest we rove, Losing 
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that 
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made life dear, 


made life dear* 




Should some notes we us d to love In days of boy_ hood 
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Should some notes we us’d^ to love In days of hoy^hood 


made life dear. Should notes 


we lov'd 



In days of boy_hood 



made life dear. Should notes _ 


We us'd to love In 


days of' bov^hoodj 
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Like the gale, that sighs a_Iong Beds of ri __enfal f low Vs , 


the 


PS 

grateful 


Like the gale, that sighs a -long Beds of o_ ri-enta! flow Vs } Is the grateful 


jedsoi' o . ri.fiiliir flow Vs, Is tnc* breath J __ 
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Like the gale, that sighs a - king Beds of o_ _ri„enial flow rs, Is die grate ful 


breath of song .That once was heard in happierhours.Filldwnh balm, the gale goes on 
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breath of soiig 'fTiaf owe w as heard in happier hours. 


Tho’ the 


song. 


That once was heard in happier hours.Filld'wilhbalm.ihe gale goes on 


breath of song 'l hat once was heard in happier hours. 




Tho* the firm rs Th*\e sunk in death 
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So T when pleasures dream is gone J is 


^lowVsTi: Tia\e sunk in 


death 


So, when pleasures dream is gone, 


Tho’ the flow r shave sunk in death: So, when pleasuresdream is gone 3 
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Th o' the flowrs have sunk in death: So, when plea _ sureV dream is gone 9 Its 
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metnrylhesiii musu s breath! 
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inemry lives in musics breath! 
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Its mem ry lives in musics breath! 
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memrv lives in musics breath! 



Musid-oh! how faint, how weak La nguage fades be- -fore thy spell! 
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Music!_ oli! how faint, how weak 
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Language fades be _ fore thy spell ! _ _ 
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Language fades _ _ r~ be- fore thy spell! Mliv shoo’d 
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Why shouj feeLtng e^ver speak ^When thou canst 
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Why shoud feeling 


e-\er 
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ien thou 


canst breathe her soul so well? 
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feel 
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speak , I 


When thou canst breathe her soul so well? 
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feel _ mg e _ ver speak, When thou canst breathe her soul sowell? 
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Friend ships balmy words may feign? Loves are evh more false than they 


Lome’s are 


ev n _ more 


Friendships balmy words may feign, Loves are evh more false than they; Oh! His 


Loves are evn more false than they; Oh! Mis 




Oh! Mis on _ Jy Mu-Sic’s strain Can sweetly 


sooth, and not be*tray! 




Oh! Mis on _ ly 


ics strain Can sweet-^-ly sooth, and not be* tray! 


on ly Mu-$ics strain 


fan swt’eUv sooth, and not be _ tray! 


on 


Mu _sics strain Can sweet _ _ly sooth, and not be -tray! 
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truth more bright, When we think how he liv’d but to love themlAnd, as 
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IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT SHED* 


53 


Aik — The Sixpence. 


I. 

IT is not the tear, at this moment shed, 

When the cold turf has just been laid o’er him, 
That can tell how belov’d was the soul that’s fled. 
Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him : 

’ 'Tis the tear thro’ many a long day wept, 

’Thro’ a life by his loss all shaded ; 

ft 

'Tis the sad remembrance, fondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs have faded ! 


II. 

Oh ! thus shall we mourn ; and his memory’s light, 
While it shines thro' our hearts, will improve them ; 
For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright. 
When we think how he liv’d but to love them ! 
And, as buried saints the grave perfume, 

Where, fadeless, they’ve long been lying, 

So our hearts shall borrow a sweet’ning bloom 
From the image he left there in dying ! 


* These lines were occasioned by the loss of a very near and dear relative, who died latelj at Madeiia, 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 


’TIS BELIEVED THAT THIS HARP 


Air — Gage Fuiie. 

I. 

’TIS believ’d that this Ilarp, which I wake now for thee, 
Was a Syren, of old, who sung under the sea ; 

And who often at eve thro’ the bright billow rov'd. 

To meet on the green shore a youth whom she lov’d. 

II. 

But she lov’d him in vain, for he left her to weep. 

And in tears all the night tier gold ringlets to steep, 

Till Hcav’n look’d with pity on true love so warm. 

And chang'd to this soft Harp the sea-maiden’s form ! 

III. 

Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheek smil’d the same — 
While her sea-beauties gracefully curl’d round the frame ; 
And her hair, shedding tear-drops from all its bright rings, 
Fell over her white arm, to make the gold strings* ! 

IV. 

Hence it came that this soft Harp so long hath been known 
To mingle Love's language with Sorrow's sad tone. 

Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay 
To be love" when I’m near thee, and grief when away 1 


* This thought was suggested by an ingenious design, prefixed to an Ode upon St. Cecilia, published 
some years since, by Mr. Hudson, of Dublin. 
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Tis be _ liev'd this Harp hich I wake 


for thee,Was a Syren, of old, who sung 
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under the sea; And w ho often at eve thro’ the bright bil_low rov’d, fo meet on the 



under the sea; And who often at eve thro* the bright bil-low rovd/Ib meet on the 
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under the sea; And who oil* at 
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green shore a youth whom she lov'd . 
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S(i!l her bo_so.ii rose fair- Mill her cheek smilU dm T^ne-While her \L -bandies 
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Still her bo.soin rose fair— still her cheek srailcl ih 


e same 




' * 1 i — p j __ — 1 | v f — /■ — | 1 [ ^ 

Still her bo.soin rose fair- slid her cheek smift the same-While 
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sea - beauties curl’d round the frame; And her hair shedd 
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grace, fill _Iy cm Id round the frame; And her hair shedding tear - drops from 
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all its bright rings. Fell o.ver her Mute arm. to make the gold 
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Hence it came that this soft Harp so long hath been known Still to 
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Hence it came that this soft Harp so long hath been known 
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Hence it came this soft Harp so long hath been known Slil 1 to mingle loves 
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vide them, and 


lan guage writ h sorrows sad tone, Till thou didst di vide them, ami 


thou didst di vide them, and 
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teach the fond lay o he love when lui near thee, and grief when a _ wa\ ! 
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teach tiie fond lay To he lo\e when lm near thee* and grief when a _way! 


teach the fond lay To be lo\e when I’m near thee* and grief when a _ way! 
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VOCAL AND INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC, 


PUBLISHED nv 


J. POWER, 34, STRAND, LONDON. 


A SELECTION OF 


IRISH M E LODI E S 



WITH 
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m tV ' : '-v 
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SYMPHONIES AND ACCOM I 4 A MM ENTS 
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FOR 
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Sm JOHN STEVENSON, Mus. Doc. 


THE PIANO- FORTE, 


IKV ' M* 1 {, \ 

y; m a *, j ■ % j r \ H i A\ ' , r . TJ 1 J 

: \ )A, ^ 4 ^ 

VslS a 

wl Arw- 


AND 


HENIIY R. BISHOP, Esq- 


THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE, ESQ,. 


t 

No. L — Price J5.L — Containing 


Carolan's Concerto 

The pica san t Hocks 

Planxty Drury 

The Beardless Boy 

Co where Glory traits thee 

Remember the Glories of Bricnjhe Hrare 

Erin / the Tear and the Smite in thine Ryes 

Oh I breathe not his name 

n hen he who adores thee 

The Harp that once thro* Taras I Jolts 

fly not yet ! 

Oh ! think not my Spirits are always as light 

Tho ' the fast Glimpse qf Erin 

Rich and rare u ri c the Gems she wore 

As a Beam o'er the Race of the I Voters may glow 

The Meeting of the If liters 

No* 11, — Price 15s- — Containing 

St. St nouns and the Lady 
How dear to me the Jtonr 
Take hack the virgin Page 

The Legacy — [ U hen i?j Death I shall calm recline) 
The Dirge— ( Don- oft has the Bcnshee tried !) 
JVe may roam thro 1 this fVortd 
Rvelecn's Bower — fQh ! u*rcp for the Hour) 

Lei Erin remember the Days of old 

Silent y oh Moyle f he the Roar of thy Waters 

Come, send round the Wine 

Sublime teas the IVarning 

Be Here me, if all those endearing young Charms 

No, 111, — Price 15s. — Containing 

Cean dubh Delhh 
The snowy-breasted l\arl 
Plainly Johnstone 
Captain Megan 

Erin, oh / Erin — {Like the bright Lamp J 
Drink to her 


Oh / blame not the Bard 

Wh ile gazing on the Moon's Light 

When Daylight was yet steeping under the Bit lose 

Before the Bat t te — [By the Hope within usrpringing) 

After the Buttle 

Oh I 'th sweet to think 

The Irish Peasant to his Mistress 

When thro ' Life unblest we rove 

It is not the Tear at this Moment shed 

'Tis belter d that this Harp 


No. iV,-^Price \ 5s Containing 

Love's young Dream — (Oh ! the Days are gone) 

The P rince's Day — (Tho* dark are our Sorrow*) 

Weep on, weep on 

Lcsbki hath a beaming Rye 

I saw thy Form in youthful Prime 

By that Lake whose gloomy Shore 

She is fir from the Lund 

Nay, tell me not 

Avenging and bright 

What the Bee is to the Floweret 

Loveand the Novice [ilerewe dwell in holiest Bowers) 

This Life is all chequer'd 


N o. Y , — Price 1 5s. — Contain ing 

* 

1 1 Thro' Erin's Isle 
At the mid Hour of Night 
One Bumper at parting! 

1 Tis the last Rose of Summer 
The young May Moon 
The Minstrel Boy 
The Valley lay smiling before jhc 
O h / had we some bright little Isle 
. Ear ewe ll ! but whenever you welcome the Hour 
Oh ! doubt me not 
Vow renumber Ellen 
Pd mourn the Hopes that leave we 


No. VP— Price lbs* — Containing 
Come o'er the Sea. 

Has Sorrow thy young Days shaded ? 

No, not more welcome 
If hen first I met thee 
While History's Mu s e 
The Time Tie lost in wooing 
Oh f where's the Slave ? 

Conic, rest in this Bosom 
' Tis gone, an d for ever 
I saw from the Beach 
Pill the Bumper fair 
Dear Harp of my Country 

No. Vil. — Price 1 St.— Containing 

■ 

My gentle Harp / once more I waken 

As slow our ship her foamy Track 

In the Morning of Life, when its Cares are unknown 

When cold in the Earth lies the Friend thou hast lov'd 

Remember thee I yes, while there's Life i« this Heart 

J f Tenth the Bowl 

Whene'er I sec those smiling Eyes 

If thou* It be mine, the Treasures of Air 

To Ladies' Eyes a Round, Boy 

Forget not the Held where they perish'd 

They may rail at this Life 

Oh for the Swords of former Time / 

No, A' m. — Price IS *. — Containing 

Ne'er usk the Hour 
Sail on, sail on 
The Parallel 
Drink of this Cup 
The Fortune-teller 
Oh ye Dead / 

O' Donohue's 3 Iistress 

The Echo 

Oh banquet not 

Thee , thee, only thee 

Shall the Harp, then, he silent ? 

Oh (he Sight entrancing 


TU k Illustrations (les'ipm'd by T*Stotiiiud, K.A., S m c* &,u\, 


urn! engruved by Mi tan, Hose, Ife. §c. 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


POPULAR NATIONAL AIRS. 

With Symphonic and Accompaniments by HENRY R. BISHOP, and Sir JOHN STEVENSON, M os. Doc. 

THE WORDS UY THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 


No, L— Price 1 2a , — Containing 


A temple to friendship Spanish 

All that's bright must fade. . . . . , Indian 

Dost thou remember Portuguese 

I’ are thee well ! thou lovely one L - Sicilian 
l low on, thou shining river! , * . . Portuguese 
Oh l come to me when daylight sets Venetian 

Ofi in the stilly night Scotch 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty Italian 

Should those fond hopes Portuguese 

So wiirm ly we met Hungarian 

Those evening belts, .Bells of St, Petersburg 
Hark ! the vesper hymn h stealing Rus sian 


No. II, — -Price 1 2s. — Containing 

Come, chase that starting tear away French 
Common sense and genius ...... Ditto 

Gaily sounds the Castanet ...... Maltese 

Hear me but once French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting Portuguese 

Love and Hope Swiss 

Love is a hunter-boy ......... . Languedocian 

My harp has one unchanging llierneSit'fdijA 
Oh! no, not e’en when first we lov’d Cashmerian 
Peace be around thee .......... Scotch 

Then Fare thee well ... ..... English 

There comes a time German 


No* ML — Price Containing 

Bright be ihy Dreams, Welsh 

The Crystal Hunters Swiss 

Go tben—’tis vain Sicilian 

Oh days of Youth French 

Peace to the Slumberers. * P . . . Cataktnitnr 
Row gently here Venetian 

Say what shall beoursport to-day Sicilian 
See the dawn from Heaven .... Italian 

When first that Smile. Venetian 

When Love was a Child ...... Swedish 

When thou ehalt wander. ..... Sicilian 

]j Who’ll buy my Love*knols, . . . Portuguese 


No, J\\— Price l GSsv 5 — - 

Farewell Theresa , . . Venetian 

Go now and dream ......... . Sicilian 

Here sleeps ike Bard ....... , Highland 

How oft when watching stars. m Sa toyard 
Ne'er talk ef wisdom’s gloomy school Mahratta 
Nets and cages. : Swedish 


Containing 

Take hence the Bowl ....... .Neapolitan 

Though ’tit all but a dream . .French 
Tj« when the cup is smiling.. //a fism 
When the find summer Bee , .German 
When through the Piazetta , .Venetian 
Where shall we bury our shame Neapolitan 


* ? his Work is published itt Royal QuartOj embellished with lilust rations, designed by T, STO Til A RD y /{* A. t arid 

engraved by CHARLES HEATH, J, MITAN t and C. ilARR. 

*.* An Edition of N os. L II. in i and IV„ with New Plates, Is just published, in Two Volumes, and may be had in Boards, price 

2L » each Volume, or in a variety of Elegant Bindings . — I To be continued J. 


A SERIES OF SACRED SONGS, DUETS, AND TRIOS. 

The Words by Thomas AIoore } Esq.; the Music composed and selected by Sir John Stevenson and Mr. Moore, 


£\ 


0 


Thou art t oA God / 

This world is all a fleeting Show 

Fallen is thy Throne 

Who is the Maid ? (St, Jerome's Love) 

The Bird let hose 

Oh J 7'kou who dry'sl the Mourner's Tears 


No, I . — Containing 

Weep not for those 

The Turf shall be my fragrant Shrine 
Sound the loud Timbrel (MiriumN Song] 
Go, let me weep 
Come not , oh Lord I 

[I 

The Second Number in the Press 


Were not the sinful Mary's Tears 
As down in the sunless Retreats 
But who shall see 

Almighty God f [Chorus of Priests) 

Oh fair l oh purest/ (St. Augustine to liih Sister) 


A SELECTION OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano-Forte by II, R, BISHOP* and Words by HORACE TWISS, Esq.— Price 15s?. 


Count not the Hours 
A Stranger is come 
O do not think my words ape cold 
Dio* my Visions of Life 


No, I , — Containing 

My Love is but a Lassie yet j 

The Shadows are stealing 
Dear Girl 1 

The Crystal Waters 


Oh cast not a Damp on this Hour of Delight 
Oh why is yon Cottage jo desolate 
Fare ye welly my pretty Sophy / 

Yet f ere I seek a distant shore 


A SELECTION OF WELSH MELODIES, 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments, by JOHN PARRY,— 

No. L - — Containing 

Druidical Chorus, on the landing of the Romans 

The Sea Soner of G avran 

I lie Hull of Cynddylan is gloomy to-night 

The Rock of r Cuder Idris 

Ttie Lament of Llywarch lien 

Gru fydd’a Feast 

1 he Cambrian in America 

Sous i ( the fair Isle forget not the time 

FaUeain'a Prophecy 

Owain Glyivdwr’s War Song 

Prince Mudog'* Farewell * 

Cassations Triumph 

P f vss on my steed I hear the swell 
The Mountain Fires 
White Snowdon 
The Chant of the Bards 


The W : orda by Mrs, HEMANS, No, I and 2,, Price !5s, each. 

No* IL— Containing 

The Green Isles of Ocean 
Be happy today 

’Tit the step of my Morvydd * 

Strike the Harp 
Sweet Vale of the Tvwi 

l crossed in its beauty thy Dee’s Druid aster 
The Summer Storm is on the Mountain 
The Lament of the Last Drusd 
Ellen dear 

The Heroes of Cymru 

The Exile of Cambria 

Ye free Sons of Cambria 

Oh Cambria ! the Days of thy Glory 

The Hirlas Horn 

Oh Wallia ! around thee 

Tire Death of Llywelyn 



VOCAL MUSIC. 


A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIES. 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments by C. E. HORN, and Poems written to the Airs by Wm. READER, Jan* Esq t — Price 15* 


lied, is the Billow's Spray 
Rose of this enchanted Vale 
Hark ! the Song 
In the woody Wilds 


No, I . — Containing 

Fair Dream / 

Bring me the Wine 
How true the Spot 
|f la vain thou cat lest 


Night is /idling 

From the Hill 

Oh! come thou not near 

Maid of the wildly-wishing Bye 


LALLA ROOKH*. 

Selections from that C e l c n n a t e d Po e m , the M v s * c by the/oHowing No b l e and Em inent Composers 

d, * 




j* 

5 

3 

e 

a 

i 
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Five Songs and a Duet * * , v * * Lady Flint * . * 

Spirit of bliss. Trio Lord Burg her sh 

Fly to the desert, Caiizonett ******** Ditto ********* 

Reudcmeer's Stream **************** Ditto ...»<•••• 

Her bands were clasp'd, Rectt and Air T . Attwood 

The Acacia Bower * » • » Ditto***.. 

The cold wave ray love ties under , , Ditto t 

The eong of the hre worshipper ltM Ditto — 2 

The A rabbin maid **************** Bishop ... 2 

The feast of roitee Ditto * * * * * * 2 

The Georgian maid Ditto * 2 

TJ ie Peri pardoned, Recit. and Aria , , Dr. Clarke 2 

The Spi ri/s song, Recit* Andante k A ria Ditto ************ 2 

J* Power begs to inform the Composers of Music, and Music-sellers, that lie is the only person authorized by Messrs* Longman anti 

to publish, with Music, the Songe or Verses in the above Poem, 


O 

O 

O 

0 

6 

6 

6 

0 

0 

0 

6 

6 

6 


Nani on no’s song, Recit, and Aria.,,, Dr* Clarke * * * 
Oli ! let me only breathe the air, „ * , J. C* Clifton „ 

We part for ever Harris ******* 

Bendeeme/s Stream, Ballad W* Hatces , * * , „ 

Paradise and the Peri, Recit. and Song Ditto ********* 

Aruby's Daughter G* Kialbnark *** 

Then fly with me, Ballad . , , t , , Ditto 

Fly to the desert, Ballad Ditto ********* 

Hindi's appeal to her lover Ditto 

’Twus his voice, Recit. and Air . * ... , Sir J . Stevenson 

Now morn is blushing, ditto Ditto t ******* +, 

Oh ! fair as the sea-flower. Ballad .... f J\ Welsh ***** 
The Perils song, * ditto.,,.,. Ditto ***** 


s* d* 
2 a 


i 

1 

2 
2 


c> 

li 

0 

o 


2 O 

1 6 
2 0 
2 ti 


O 

0 


2 
2 

2 0 
2 0 

Co* 


HANDELS SONGS. 

Arranged with a Piano- Forte Accompaniment fly Slit John Stevenson, Mus, Doc, 

_ _ S* dr 

0 
0 


No, l , Lord, remember David J* , , * * * * * t « 1 

— 2 , Holy, Holy, Lord GodAmighty,, ...... *4... ».*4 » I 

— 3, I know that my Redeemer hveth I 


(To be <*mtinuedf 


d* 


No. 4, Comfort ye, my people l t> 

— 5j Deeper and deeper *********** ****** *********** l 0 

— C, Angels ever bright and fair 1 0 


SERIES OF SONGS, See. 

COMPOSED BY HENRY R, BISHOP. 

s* d m 

No. U Absence {written by Thomas Campbell, Esq.) , 2 O 

2. Scenes of my Childhood (written by Mrs. Cornwall B. Wilson,) 2 0 

3. O lovely is the Summer Morn (written by Miss Anna Maria Porter) , . , . 2 0 

(To be continued*) 


A DRAMATIC fairy scene. 


The Words by Charles Hallett, Esq,, the Music by T* Rgvedjno, priced. 


Le Vail la nt Troubadour 

Le Portrait 

Le Semieht Fran^ais .. 
Pu riant pour la Syne 


A SERIES OF FRENCH SONGS, 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PI A NO- FORTE OR HARP. 


Sou van 


e. d. 

I 0 

1 0 

1 o 

I o 


Rose d 1 A mour .... 

Depnis lougtems Gentille Annette 
Le Geritil Housard ............ 

Celui qui sut toucher inou creur, , 


(To he continued/ 


Bo ieh! ic H* * * . 
Ditto , 


5 . (/- 

1 o 
i o 
1 o 
1 o 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DUETTS, &c. &c. 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 




S i 

d * 



Vt 

(fr 

Ah Perdona, Duett 

A/ojitirf . 

1 

0 

1 .unm thil rani beuc. ........... . 


4 . I 

D 

Butti hatli o bet 

Ditto . , 

l 

0 

Non mu andrai . .. 

. . j’l/oswrt ........ 

y 

D 

Che dice utal demure ......... 

Matter . 

J 

$ 

f>h a nan to V anima .. . . 

, « » Alai/cr 

44 1 

0 

Deli vieni n\\n fluestm , 

RIozdrt 

i 

n 

Sn V ntnJl Duett 

. Mnzurt 

1 

Q 

Di piucer mi tjalKA il cor. 

Rossini 

ij 

0 

rinl MnnMllP 


. 1 

tr 

Fin cl/ hau rial vino. . 

j] lot art 

I 

0 

T n ehe accent! l . . .. ft . . 

r> , -■ * 

, , , /ujvvjjj/ - t A . i 

Q 

* ■ * 

0 

Fra tante an rr oscie 

( ’(irfi fa 

o 

0 

\ ederlo sol bramo... . Dutti 

l\ier .... ..... 

2 

G 

Giovinctte die fate. Duett ami Chorus 

AloZart m 


6 

\ t^drni cavitio . 


,* ! 

0 

La ei ilarem. la in a no . . Duett 

JUozort . 

1 

0 

Vni chc sapete .......... 


4 4 1 

o 

La dove prendc^ Duett * . 

Ditto * * . 

1 

0 

Zitti, Zi It i, Piano, Piano, Trio 

. , Ross ini ****** * p- 

4* i 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 



{ 

t 

I 


j 

% 


J 


r 


e 

r 

t 

I 


ABSENCE 

Adieu, at day-break 

A fare wel 1! * * „ * , 

Ah ! me, why should I heive the fund 
Ah ! say, lovely Emma ! *.,**,****,, 
Ah [ what w-oea are urine 
Ah ! who would heed the seeming sigh ? 

Alice of Fyfe* 

A mtdley 

And thou art young 

A uaot Ly le 

A rabyV daughter ,.,*** 

A rosy cheek ,,, t . 4 , 4t(11 ,, ((4144 , 

A old lang syne, 

A u Id Robin G ray 

Away with this pouting and, ***,,,*** 
A youth sut*sighing ,* - , 

Banks of Allan Water ***** # * * , 

Be gay ! be gay 1 **.,*.*„,*.. 

Be sure that u smart little maid 

Bill of tore 

Black and blue eyes, 

Blighted rose* * 

Bold is the maiden's heart ********** 
Bosoms ho conquer'd and bled* , . * * * 
Bud in beauty .,**,****,„,*.*.*.*. 

Cnu I iignin that form caress? 

Cease, oh ! cease to tempt ********** 
Cease your funning, (Aten? Edit ion) . * 
Churn and lute **.****,,*,*.,,,*,*, 
Chapter on pockets .*****,.,**,**.* 

Child of glory 

Come, nil you forsaken 
Come, take the Imrp **»..,*, t * * , , . 
Come, tell me, says Rosa .,.**,**,, 
Come tell me where the maid is found 
Contradiction ....***.**.* 


Day of love *,...,*** 

Damon s complaint * * 

Dundy beau *,*,..**,**** ********* 

Dear an nt * * * * 

Dear Fanny .***♦,..,,,*,,,*,*»**. 
Dear ladies, listen to my tale ******** 

Dearest Ellen, awake 

Deep in nty soul »***,.*,*..,.. * * . . 

Did not? . , , . ******* 

Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom ****** 
Does the harp of Rosa slumber ? * * * * 

Donald, [new edition) **,**,*,*.*,*, 

Eniblem 

Ethereal hope, nuptial song. *,***,,., 
Every hour £ lov’d thee more ******** 
Exile of Erin .,,,*«**.,, #l , ltttl , 
Ex post ulalion 


Fair as the morns light ,*,***,,.., 
Fair lady, why this frowning 

Fair Rosa l 

Funny, dearest!* ***..,****,,***,, 

Fanny was in the grove * , * * 

Fare thee well, thou first and fairest ! 

Farewell, Bessy ! 

Fly, fly away 

Fly from the world, O Bessy ! * , * * 
FJy to the desert *.,.,,*,.**,**,. 

Folly, the 

For her I die 

Friend of my soul ,,***.,„.***.** 
From glory's heights descending* * . * 
From life, without freedom ***** 


* 


Gallant Troubadour, , , 
Georgian truth! 

(i!ve T love i give 

Golden chain* «**„,*,, 
Good night 
Go, sweet enchantress ! 
Green spot that blooms 


SONGS. 


i* d. 

Bishop 2 O 

Khilntark .,**..*• - G 

Stevenson * * . 2 0 

Kelly I G 

Stevenson ******** 1 G 

Ditto. 2 o 

Horn ,**,.**..«»• I G 

West 2 ft 

I torn * - » l G 

King ... ..2 0 

Doyle. * * . * * * . ... 2 0 

Kialfmark ,,. *.** 2 0 

Horn I h 

Burns ******* . * 1 0 

Ditto * 1 0 

7 T . A/*, Esq. ****** l G 
Kelly * * . . 1 G 

Horn .****,***•« 1 0 

Stevenson ,.,.**.* 2 ft 
King I G 

/ /(' r s ****** ****** 1 h 
Moore ..***.**.* 2 0 

Stevenson .««*.. * * 2 0 

Kelly * ***** 1 G 

J Jit to 2 0 

Stevenson ******** 2 0 

Moore ********** T G 
Ditto ****.**.*. 2 0 


IF ahitisley ******** 2 0 

.* ... I 0 

Kelly , . . * \ G 

Dr . CVtirJhf ****** 1 ti 
Stevenson **.*..*. 2 0 

Ditto 4 , l 6 

Ditto ...... 2 0 

CWt. * J ti 


Moore ********** 2 

Kelly . ... 2 

C c/o/. c * * . * ******** 1 

Moore . * * * 2 

Stevenson ..**...* 2 
Hoieell * * ****... * 1 
Emdin ....*.**** 2 

Duml 1 

Moore I 

Smith , I 

Stevenson ******** I 
. - 1 

Horn **.. * , 2 

Howes 2 

Blewitt * * * 3 

Campbell 1 

Kelly. **** 1 

13. Lie in s t Esq . * * 1 
f ookt »****■ ****** 1 

Furry * * . I 

Moore 2 

T, M.\ Esq I 

Molineux . ****** l 
Moore .,,.***.*, t 
Parry , .*****•**,. * 

Moore * 1 

Id alt mark 2 

Kelly ******* * I 

Stevenson .*..*,** I 

Moore I 

Kelly ****** t l 

Moore ..**.,,*,* 2 


Stevenson ....,*** 3 
Bhhop *,«,,,***, 2 



O 

* * ■ # m 

,,*,4 

* * * * - 

A/oortf .**.** 

n 

* # * ■ « 

*V/riTMS&H .**. 

o 

1- * i- P ■¥* 

Kelly 

« i- i ^ 


ft 

0 

0 

t> 

0 

G 

0 

(S 

6 

G 

6 

0 

0 i 

ft 

ft 

0 

G | 
G 

G i 
Ci 
0 
0 
0 
G 
G 
G 
D 
0 
6 
G 
G 
0 

0 

G 

0 

0 

0 I 


Grotto *************** Parry * * . . 

Hapless Mary I »,.'.*■*. ********** * Df. C'larke 
Hark! the trumpet, hurk 1 **»**.,.*. Cooke***, *• 

Heath, this night, must be my bed* * * * Kemp 

Hence, faithless hope ! *.*****,**.. Stevenson * . 

Henry and Site lt ». ***,..*.*...*** . Horn ****** 
Here, in this lone little wood ******** Stevenson , . 

Here^s the bower Moore * * . . 

Her heart was made to love ********** Horn ..**,* 

Hoax ***** *,*,.*,,*. Ditto ****** 

Hope, thou Nurse »..*.*****.■ 

1 fepe told a flattering tale .»**..***, S J aisieilo * . . * 
Hon r of victory ,.*.»».*.*.*+*.•**•* Steven son , „ 
I Jow happy once **.*,****,*......* Moore * * , . 

Hush’d be that sigh it Stevenson , * 

Husli 1 dearest, hush ! .**«■*.**••* /Jon» 

I always turn to thee *,,,,,***•». *. Kelly 

1 can no longer stifle. **,,.. ,*.**.*.** T* A/., E#i|* 
Je siii 1 * u ei pauvre Savoyard ********** W ore ****** 

If I flivimr by that eye * Stevenson * * 

1 f maidens would marry ,*,.<**■<<•* Horn •***•• 
If then t? love thee be nflence* ,*.*.** Stevenson , * 
If winter fiowus, .**,.,•*•***• *•** . * Horn ****** 
1 have vroven a garland for dice .*.*** Holden « * * * 
I'll love thee ever dearly **»*,.*.•*•« Cooke * * * . * * 

I'm deep in love ******* * . * Parry **.. 

I’m wearing uwa Burns * . * * 

I’m wearing away . * * * Stevenson * * 

lit days of old Horn •*.... 

Indian maid Kelly *.*♦♦* 

1 never told mv love *.,,,,**■*,**•** Ditto ****** 

X never will deceive thee . * Parry . .** 

fn momeura tn delight . Wolmisley . * 

III the days of my youth «.*«****.*•* A trig ,***.. 

In vain muv that boaoin Af//y *..•.• 

Fnvitution, the ****,,*.,*****.»*«<- • Turnbull • • 
i a yonder bower *.,,*»*.*.«******• Arnold .*•• 
I sigh for the days that are gone ***... Kelly .****, 
It is not that a woman’s eyes ,»*.*..* Cooke , * * * . * 


5. d* 
>ihi I G 

*.* 2 0 
, ** 2 0 
*.* i 6 
.**2 0 
.*i l 6 
2 0 
*** 2 0 
I G 

*** 1 6 
**. 1 0 
- * * t 0 

*.* i g 
,..2 0 
**. I G 
... i o 

. . * 1 6 
*** l 0 

* * * l G 

**, i 0 
. * * i H 
... 2 Q 
... I G 
... I G 
.**1 G 
. * * t 6 
... 1 0 
... 2 0 
... i a 
. , * i G 
1 G 
*** i G 

**. 1 G 

* , * I o 
. . * 1 G 
. , * 2 0 
,.* i G 

* * * 1 G 
... I G 


Killy of Coleraine ,.**.,**.*.,..»* 

Lament, the ********** * . . . . 

Lund of Slullelah ***** 

Land o 1 the Leal f New Edition) .*.* 
Light as the shadows uf evening *,,*.* 
Light sounds the Imrp * * . . *..*..... * 
I .ilia, come down to me ,,****,*...*• 
Little Mary's eye .. *..*,*- 

[jOndun, now is out of town. **...**«. 
Look that says I love thee *.*.«****. 

Lord of the castle ^ . 

Lottery, the *,.**.*,.. ...,**...** 
Love .. 

Love and Folly * * * 

Lovn and Time 
1 ,ove Bird 

Love, honour, and obey ! * 

Love in a storm * 

Love, like an April day 

Lover's Smiles 

Love’s light summer cloud 
Love thee, dearest, love thee *.**».** 
Love will find out the way ..***.. ** 
Loud the trump of war was blow ing * * 


1 O 

...**...** 2 O 

L O 

* ( 1 0 

Stevenson ,***..*« L G 

Moore 2 6 

Cooke 2 0 

r. AT, Esq l O 

Ware - * * 1 G 

Cooke I G 

King I G 

Moore * * * 2 0 

Horn i . • P * • • * * - * . t 6 

Smith 1 G 

Kelly ****** „..* 2 o 

Smith . .... ....... I G 

Cooke . . L 6 

Burry * * I G 

Horn **........'* I b v 

..*.***- 2 0 

A/oortf . * , * 2 0 

^Juore * * * * * i ■ • ■ • ■*+ tt 
Little * ♦ . . 2 « 

//oni .** **i«».i «t 1 G 


Maid of Murlivule,, . 

Muid of the rock ,**,*,*..*.* t ■* * . > 
Mai<l whose heart was cold to love . . . * 

Mansion of love* 

March away, Helen !*. 

Mary, l believ'd thee true *,**,**.*. 
Monody, ..*.,,,,***...,,***.;**-* 
M v heart ami lute ..**•.*.•.*-.**•* 

m 

31 y heart'll my own *n . ** 

31 v hfe, I love thee !., 

Jlv love hastes him home. .,».*«*,, •* 

* 

31 v love, when thou'rt away 

3Iy dying sire ,«,**.*,*,*<..*****. 

3Jy mother did oite rule bequeath , . . , 


Stevenson **..,*.« 2 

Ditto*.. 1 

Ditto.**..* 2 

Emdin *,*..»•-** 2 
I lorn * * . . I 
Steven ion ,***.«** 1 

Httwes ® 

Moon and B*sliop.'. 2 
* I 

Kelly * * — I 

/ Ion* , , * * . * 4 * - * » * 2 

NirAotson . . * 2 

Kelly * * . . , * . I 


l lor n . 1 1 1 > 1 1 1 A : * * l 


0 

G 

0 

0 

G 

ti 

0 

0 

0 

ti 

0 

0 

(i 

0 


r 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


Namomm’s song 

Nuy, weep not ! dear Ellen 

Ned of the hills 

Nightingale t the . * . , , . . . 
No joy without *ny love * * 


• * * ■» 


* # * * 


* * » 


I » M 


Now morn is blushing 

Obey T * . . . * , 

Oh l emrie, sweet hiss 1 

Oh! fair m the seaflower * 

Oh 1 fate in pity , . *....**•»»' * * * * 
Oil 1 give me the heart that is cheerful 
Oh ! if those eves deceive me not * * - 
Oh ! Liberty ... P • 

Oh ! listen to your lover 

Oh list unto my tale nf 

Oh 1 lovely is the summer mom 
Oh 1 Nanny* wilt thou gang «... 

Oh! never doubt my love ...... 

Oh J never from the maid depart, . 

Oh! nothing in life can sadden us 

Oh! Patrick .. 

Oh l remember the lime , , . . . . . , ...» 

Oh ! see those cherries 

Oh ! smite not thus 

Oh I soon return ........ i.,,* 

Oh! turn away those mournful eyes. . 
Oh ! white is the snow ....... ....4.. 

Oh ! why should the girl of my soul 

Oh ! Woman !....*** *»*> 

Oh! woods of green Erin , , . . 4 < . » »* 
Oh ! would I ne’er hud seen thee ! . . , . 
Oh! ves — so well, so tenderly ...... 

Oh ! yes* when the bloom , , , . 

One dear smile 

Ontor Pu ff 

Orphan boy . 

O softly sleep ! 

Paddy in London 

Pftddy the piper 

Pangs of absence 

Parting hour i< come, love 

Part tag look she gave . . , . » * 

Pleasures of Ibi^hlon 

□ 

Plumed casque , 

Poh ! I Jesmot, "O ’lots': wi ih your poster 

Pray, Goody ! ... * *.*.*... 

Pretty Sophy *..,.,.*»** * , 
Probability * 

Rabbinical origin of woman 

Ray that beams for ever 

Remembrances . ..i*..... . ... 

Return, my love 

Roclerigh Vicli- Alpine* ............. 

Roll, drums, merrily 

Hose of ulicclion 




■ * ■ # * 


Dr* Clarke ..... 

Smith i « . . i . ... 
Oicejii'ou ..... 

Sola , . , , ...... » 

Cooke , . **.*•»., , 
Stevenson 

Hern . . * 

Stevenson 
Welsh . . . 

Horn . . 

Cooke , . . 

Steven s on 
Moore . 

Horn , * . 

Steven son 
Bishop ♦ 

Carter * 

Tooke ... 

King 

T. jl/., Esq 

Bishop .*,.*,.. 
Moore ......... 

Ditto ........... 

Smith , ....... .*• 

Moore ^ . 

Stevenson 

Kelly 

Moore ......... 

Ditto 

Doyle * * . 

Stevenson ....... 

Moore ......... 

Ditto ...... ..... 

Moore ......... 

Ditto ........... 

Smith * 

Ditto 

Irish Air 

Ditto , 

Philipps 
Doyle 

Turn!} nil ........ 

Horn 

Kelly . 

T. M.y Esq 


* r * - - - |. 

vv##**** 


Sale of' loves ........ + • * i . . . . 

Savoyard’s return 

Say, pretty weeping figure 

Scenes of my childhood .... ......... 

Scuts ivha hue wi’ Wallace bled 

Sea Roy’s Dream .... 

Send the bowl round merrily ........ 

Soft breezes breathing Mf (t tlt 

Soft Zephyr 

Soldier, rest ! 

Spanish patriots . * . . . . , 

Spirit of joy 

Spirit’s song 

Stay, one moment stay ! .... ........ 

Summer. f * . * t ■ ...... 

Sweetest momenta life allows *....,** 

Sweet it Jove t 

Sweet iSh the beam of morning ....... * 

Sweet is the dream 

Sweet lady \ look not thus* . t . 4 4 * . . , , 

Sweet minstrel, shig ! 

Sweet robin f , * ( , t , # . * 

Sweet R oec, cotr.e away ! 

Sweet refill cer - 

Tablet of love . - * + 

Take back the sigh . 

Tarry, ye moments . 


Bishop *..,,.,*** 

7 *. 3 /., Esq, ( ltilt 
Moore 

Kelly 

Mrs. Me Multan *. 
Stevenson <•■.**,» 
Horn 4,4..,....,. 

Cooke * , . . , . 

Stevenson 

Moore .......... 

])r. Ciarke ...... 

Stevenson *...,.** 
Bishop ,..*4*4,** 




Smith 

Moore * . . 
Stevenson , 
Dr, Clarke 
Kemp . , , , . 
Parry * . 4 
Moore . * . 
Dr- Clarke 
Stevenson , 
Bit to * . , 
Kelly 

Doyle, . 4.4 

Dallas . , , 
Stevenson , 
Ditto * . . * 
Ditto .... 


* I « 9 P ¥ ¥ * 


v » P i ip#*# i b p •- # # m * 


Dih ft in . 
Moore . . 

Stevenson 
Moore * 
Kelly * 4 * 


j. 

2 

-1 

1 

,> 

1 

■m- 

\ 

2 

2 

I 

t 

X 
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3 
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1 
X 
1 
1 

q 
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1 

2 

1 

0 

X 

2 
2 

1 

0 

"r 

2 
2 

1 
2 
2 

1 

L 
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2 

I 
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1 

1 

2 

1 

1 

2 
2 
2 
i 
1 

1 

3 

2 
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2 
1 
2 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 

0 

2 

3 

■rf 
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1 
q 
2 
t 

a 

-mf 

1 

1 

1 
1 

2 

2 
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(f. 

6 

0 

0 

0 

ti 

o 

6 

o 

a 1 

G 

G 

Q 
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0 
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0 

o 
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0 

0 

0 

0 

0 
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6 

o 

o 

o 

o 

o 

0 
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0 

6 

0 

Cl 

o 

0 

G 

0 

0 

G 

ft 

G 

0 

[> 

6 

6 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

6 

o 
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G 

0 
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0 
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G 

6 
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o 
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s, d. 


TiiMe life’s "hid moments « 

□ 

That shepherd , sure, is he 

There's not u joy F this world can give. * 

There 's the bower . 

They bid me sleep 

Think no more. love, of our parting . . * . 
i ho’ fur from thee Fm roving * , . . . * » . 

Tho’ fate, ray girl 

Tho’ gaily smiles the opening spring * , 
Thu’ winter frowns 4*... 

Thou hast sent me a flowery band .... 
Thunder-bolt frigate *,.•»«.. .,.,4. 

Thy gentle man nets ...... 

Thy rsis 

Thy r/Ji . . . * 

’Tis love that should rule the breast .* 

f Tis Lore, ’tis Love,. *» + •,. - * 

f Tis wine alone can banish care ...... 

To Julia, weeping . 

Toll not the bell , f ... ... * * 

To love thee .» ....... *4.. •*««.. 4.. 

To the brook and the willow ..,*,*.* 
Too soon the flowers of spring may fade 
Triumph of Russia 4.......,.*, 

Trumpet of glory * 
’T was his own voice .4 . p*. »***.*-- 

*T was 011 u w ild and lonely 

Tyrolese song 

Ulrica .*». 4 4 . 

VI t tOt Jil 

Wake, maid of Lorn 

Waters of Elle 

Wlmt’g life noblest with Love, , . * , , . . 
U hen a man iveds ....**,..,,,4.,* 

Vf heme cun you inherit 4 . . 

W lien Charles was deceived . 
Wh eu fickle man for woman ^ighs, s , 

When from thy ^ight, love 

When I first told uiy Rosa I lov’d , , * * 
When I think of my own green glen 
When I went for a soldier , 4 * . . , , * . » 
When Leila touch’d the lute ... 4 , 
When love gets iu the youthful brain T . 
When love and truth together play’d.. 
When love was fresh from his cradle. . 
When midst the gay , *4. 

When night was spreading o’er me .... 

When storms disturb old ocean’s bed. , 
VV hen the days of the summer * , „ * . * 
When the girl of my heart . » 
When the rose-bud of summer . . , . , t 
W hen time, who steals, 

When twilight dews, .... 

When woe 011 the bosom of mercy 
While parted from the youth 
Whilst 1 listen to thy voice ... ...... . 

Whilst on the beach f wander . , , * . * , , 
White rose of honor . 

Who would not love ? ...... 

Why cornea he not 
William and Jan nett ,,44.. 

Will you come to the bower ? 

Wilt thou say farewell, love ? 

Winds, whisper gently 

Woman’s power ending never 
Woman's smile 
Woman, who conquers all ,* 

Wood bine cottage *.444,.. 

Woodmnnbt cot, . . 

W ood pecker 
Wreath you wove 

Ye banks ami braes, (ireic edition) + * 

Y e light fonns of fancy 4-*. ..**.**, 
Yes, i t is, I oyc ! , 4.. I,, 44,, 

Yes, thro’ the wide world, 

You ng Stm \ ca . . , , * 

Young love .... ...... 

Y oung sou of chivalry , * 

Youth t arlore 

Y outh it- hut short 

You watch’d the sun’s ray . . , . . 

Zounds, my lad 


4 v k- h # 


+ * * 4 


IVahnishy . , 
Stevenson ,, 

Ditto , . . . . . 

Ditto . . * * . 4 
Kemp . . . , . 4 
Clifton „m 
Dallas 
Stevenson . 

Kelly .4.4 

/ hril 4.44 

Moore . . . 

Horn 

Atfivood 

Stevenson ........ 

IValmisley 44 -**,.. 
Kelly 


. i 


Stcvenstm « . 
Ditto * . 
Dallas * . , * 
3/rj. Opie - . 
Stevenson , , 
Kelly ...*4* 
Ditto , * . . * i 
Moore .... 

AY//y 4,4... 
Moore , . , , 


t 

1 

2 

1 

1 

2 

2 

1 
1 
1 
1 
1 

2 
1 
3 
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Cooke . . . 

Ditto . , . 

Stevenson 
Stevenson 
Ditto . . , 
Horn . . . 


a t « ■ * t 


t 4 


* « 


* * 


I f I * I « 




ALoj’tr , 
Kelly ... 
Ditto * , , 
Ditto # , p 
Turubnll 
Horn 
Moore , - 
Horn , - , 
Philipps 
West .4 4 . 
Moore , < 
Stevenson 
King 4 . 4 , 
Kiallnifirk 
Dr, CVarAie 
Stevenson * 
Moore • , » 
Stevenson . 
Howell . . , 
King 

iSfeutfrttfcm . 

Doyle , . * . * 
Kelly/, 
Cooke * * • . « 

Smith 

Sanderson t 
T. M., Esq 
Moore 4 , . 
Stevenson . 
Kearns ... 
Parry * . , 
Cooke . . . , . 
Stevenson , 
Kelly 
Ditto , , , . 
Moore . . . 

Burnt * 4 . 
Kelly . , , , . 
Cl{flon , , . . 

Mrs, — 

3 /core . . , 
Ditto .... * 
King , , 
Cooke . , ■ * 
Dallas . . 
Welsh Air 
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44.444 4 .,. 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


DUETTS. 


a* 

4 ii ! &ny if the glance Black . , . I 

A las l poor Lubm Stevenson I 

At with slow-moving oar .,**,.*****. King 2 

Catherine Lady C. Stewart , , 2 

Chieftain ,.»**» + , .*4*** Stevenson *,#**4** k 2 

Chiuk-a-chink * . * * » , . „ Horn flItMtll , ft ! 

Come, friendly night , , , , „ , Livivtt I 

Come, all ye youths * Harris 2 

Congenial to friends . * . . Stevenson -*-...** 2 

Could a man be secure (were edition) . # . 1 


Dear, in pity * * * * * • *,*•*, P . Stevenson 

Dragon fly , , , * * * * *.* * Smith, , . , 

Dress, with me, the myrtle bower „ * * * Stevenson 




I 

it 

-V 

1 


h uilhfnl love . * . , 
Fare thee well ! , , * , 
Flowers in the east 


Parry 

Ditto 

Kelly 


Heave one sigh ,,***** , , * * p , 

Here is the lip 

He 'a gone, all ! me ****.*••., ,4,*, * 
How happy pass'd morns pleasant dream 

Jf fort une smile. • **.,*..**,,* .*.**, 
In search of glory , , , r . 

Invest ray head with fragrant rose * , , ( 

Joys that pass away 

Lady, by Cupid's darts I sweat * „ , . , 
J A fe-boat ,**.**..*..4**,.,,, 4i*„ 
Love and the sun*di&L **,*.,, „ , . , . , 
Love in thine cyt's edition) , . . . 
Love, my Mary, 1 dwells 
Love, waud’ring thro* the golden maze 


Horn .... 
Moore , , 
Kemp a<ri 
Sanderson 


Kelly 

Cooke <t .. M 
Stevenson . . 


2 

0 

1 

o 

0 

1 

1 

2 
2 




Dr. Clarke 
Aloore ■***,,. . , , 

I'TlttO ttm, mm tmmmft 

Jackson , 

Stevenson 

Ditto 


q 

fi 

V 

y 

j 

2 

a 


dm 

6 

6 

0 

0 

ft 

b 

G 

o 

o 

o 

6 

0 

G 


Edmund of the hill , , , * ****** Ditto.,*., 1 fi 


D 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

G 

6 

6 

0 


Moore 2 0 


G 

6 

0 

0 

Q 

0 


Mourn not, silly mortals * * * * , 

Nights of in usi c 

No ! never shall my non l forget, 

Now bright July to pleasure calls . * * . 

O din na weep 

Our first young lore 

Peace! ****** **,,*, 

Send home those long strayed eyes * *, . 
Should we be forced to part, •**•*..*• 
Song of war *,-,*4****.,, **.,***, 

Sparkling fountains 

Surprise * * . , 

Tell me where is Taney bred 

Ditto ditto 

That I no longer wish to rove* * * 

Think on rue, ****** ... » 

Thro' silent woods. 

Time has not thniuM (neic edition) 

Tit bits - •*,**».,.,**. . 

Together let us range the fields 
Turn to this heart, 

Wfik# thee, my dear , , 

Warrior's soul is all in arms ! ,,***,,. 

IV elLa-duy 1 * •.**,,*, . „ , , -.,*** . 

'When in languor sleeps the heart 4 * , , 

When Jove from the skies , * 

W hen war unfurls his banner bright . * 
W here is tile light irom Lara's tawer ? 
While parted from the youth I love * . . * 
Wilt thou say farewell, love ? * 4 . # 

Wine to cheer ..,.**4. ****,*-4+*4* 
Would you gain by art ? * * * * 

Young rose l# 


i* d; 

Stevenson **, 2 o 

Aloore » 2 G 

Stevenson *«••.,,, 2 G 
Horn ,***,, 2 ft 

J * AI, Harris* m . * . . 2 ft 
Aloore , * * * * #*.4* 2 ft 

Stevenson ^ * 4 * . * , , 2 0 

Ditto 1 6 

Cooke .**44,44**.* 2 0 

Aloore ij 0 

i’fifttcrtion 2 y 

Ditto t G 

Diffo 2 ft 

Arranged by Bishop 2 o 
Stevenson * . * , , , > * 1 ti 

fli/lo 2 ft 

King * . * ***** - * , , 2 c» 
Jackson *.•*,,+*,* 1 O 
Cooke . * . * * . * * , , * . 1 G 
Dr f Boyce. I t> 

Horn I ft 

Aloore 2 ft 

Cooke 2 G 

Horn i ft 

Stevenson 9 0 

Horn * . * - * . I C 

King * * * * I 6 

Stevenson * 2 6 

Kin % * * * t G 

Bishop *»•*,••*., 2 ft 

Parry 1 ii 

Kelly I Q 

Aloore . , 2 ft 


GLEES. 


A broken cake 

Allen-a-Dale ***-*., 4,.,* , 

And will he not come again , , * * * * , * , * 

Archer's glee*,********,,, 

Awake ! Apollo calb 

Banks of Allanwater 

Blitiieare the bowers of MoselUii, , , tl< 

Blest were the davs 

Boat trio — “ Row gently, row ” 

Buds of Hoses * . . 

Canadian boat-song * 4 * , , * * * * * 

Cease not yet, sweet bard ! 

Come, buy ray cherries, &c* 

Come, follow tne 

Day set on Norlmm's castle ste*p . . . * 
Doubt thou the stars are fire, 

Eltii 

Fairy glee, 

V air and F alse 

f iil , fi U the goblet 

f inland love-song 

Give me the harp 

Happy love *4.^ r,. 4, *i»«4, . 
I lark ! the bell js ringing * - , * , 4 . * - 4 
Hark ! thto* the long resounding halls 
Here^s the bovver , . . * • * * * , , , 

Hermits. 

Holy be the pilgrim's sleep 

1 mark'd not eyes . , , . 

Lonely isle * (IMM p 


Ii dm 


Stevenson .***,.44 2 

Horn 2 

Stevenson * * 1 

Ditto 4 * 4 * I 

JJitto 4 , * , * , , , , * * 4 1 


Hawes 2 

Kelly 

Stevenson 
Ditto , . . t **4* 444* 2 
Ditto 2 


2 


ilfoore 3 

Steven Jon . * * * * * * * 2 

Ditto 2 

Ditto, * *,, 4. 4 **., 5 


Lord Bnrghersk 
Stevenson * * , . > 


3 

I 


Ditto 5 

Lord Burgher th , . 2 
Aylmer 4,4**,,**, 1 
Moore •,444,444* 2 


SltfrewJOH 5 

Ditto 


King , 


Stevenson 
Horn itpmiM 


mm f • ■ i 


* t 


0 

0 

6 

G 

6 

G 

ft 

6 

Q 

6 

0 

ft 

0 

0 

0 

6 


Ditto,*** 2 0 


0 

ft 

G 

G 

ft 


Merrily O ! 
Mountain cot 




Nor throne of state , , * 

Now is the merry month of May. , 
Now lei the warrior wave his sword 
Now the star of day is high 

Ocean king ,*4*4,,, 4**, - ,4*4, ,,* 
Oh ! lady fair ! * ,****** ,•■*,* * . * . * 

Oh ! stay* sweet fair 

Oh ! tell me, pilgrims * * * , . * * 

liaise the song ,,,,,.***,-*****•** 
Ruderigh Vich- Alpine, ,4**4****-** 

High not thus, 0I1 ! simple boy , , * * , 
Sir Rowland the brave ,«.* **,**,**, 
Soldier* rest 1 , < *,,,,., * **•*•*•* * 

Song that lightens the languid way , . . 
Spirit of Bliss *4*4*,.,.,4-.4*i*** 
Sweet lady, look not thus again , , * * , 

This is love * 

Ting-a-tircgle , •***•..,*,**•, 
Tis done ! the fetal deed ......... 

To the brook and the willow ..,,44* 
1 o thy 

Under the greenwood tree 


Stevenson 
Richards 

Kelly . . . . 
Stevenson 
Aloore . , 
Stevenson 

West 

Aloore * * 
Stevenson 
Ditto 

Steven son 
Horn 4**1 

Aloore * , 
Stevenson 
Kemp 

Moore 4444*4.4* 
Lord Burghersh , 
Stevenson ,,.*** * 

Aloore .. 44 *. . . ■ 
J lorn *4*444**4.4 
Lord Burghersh 
Stevenson 

DlltO .*4 

Ditto 4 . 4 


s. d * 

2 G 


2 

1 


.0 


»*«#■*# 


■ • 


f . r m p + ■» 4 


2 

3 

3 

a 

1 
3 

1 

-T 

■W 

■w 

J 

3 

3 

o 

■w 

2 

2 

2 

q 


ft 


G 
ft 

2 G 

3 ft 


6 

ft 

ft 

6 

G 

ft 

ti 

G 

G 

ft 

ft 

a 

G 

ft 

0 

ti 

ft 


3 (j 


9 

ft 

Under the hawthorn tree 

Ditto 

.4* t 

b 

2 

0 

(Jp, quit the bower 

At turned. * , , . * , 

O 

0 

1 

6 

Wake, Rosa, wake (serenade) ...... 

Bartlett . , * * * 

Q 

# V P ■» 

G 

0 

G 

We fairv folk 

Stevenson . . - . ■ 


i) 

.1 

0 1 

'When time, who steals nur years 

Phelps *#• + *** 

q 

B- » I ^ 

b 

5 

0 

Where shall the lover rest ? 

Stcvenso* 

*** 2 

G 

2 

0 

Why so pale ? 

Wood nymph 

Lord Burg her sit 
Smith .**444--* 

** 2 

a 

■ * 1 — ■ 

G 

ii 

3 

ft 

W Tenths of flo wot ■•1,,* •,«+,***** 

Stevenson * , * * , 

i * * 2 

G 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


NEW PIANO-FORTE WORKS, See, 


GRAND SESTETTO for Piano-F orte, two Violins, Tenor, Violoncello, and Double Bass., in which is in- 
troduced the admired Air, l * ’Tis the last Rose of Summer,” ,,,* Kies 

Piano- F orte pur* 




S G 

G G 


$> 

ALLEGRETTO et Valce Khllmark 2 

A Temple to Friendship *. Eavestaf) 2 

Aria and Waltzer, inscribed to G* 

G, Ferrari. Violin Accomp. * * * * * 2 

Banks of A II an Water Cltipp 2 

Butti, butti, o bel Masetto, Flute ac- 
companiment l4( ,, t Lillie 3 

Bird-catcher Mozart I 

Blai 7A* et Babel ,,,<**• ,*,..**- Howell * ml - 

Cease your funning Davy • 2 

Cogau’a <( Sonata;** Violin Aceoinp. ...... r * . . . 5 

Come chase that starting; tear Eaee&tuff , , . . * . „ , 2 

Conway Ferry Parry . . * . . . * . * t ! 

Devonshire \Va Itz V oigt I 

Di placer mi balza. Flute Accomp. .. . Little . 4 * 4 .*.,,, 2 

Eveleen's Bower . Woeljl ,, 2 

Fftutusie # t ••••• #• Gladstones, Ma| ,, 2 

Fly not yet . + Woeljl 2 

Gel inek's Air from “ A locate,” ~ . . . , . , . , . 2 

“ Air'* in C 2 


** Aria** in C . * * * , , 

“ Minuet** from Le Nozze 


o 


Disturbate , * ,* P f . 2 

Waltz”. . 2 


ti 


Gladstone's Grand Sonata, w ith Orches- 
tral accompaniments, . , , * * **. , 0 

— — — w ithou t accomps. , .,4 m***.,*..,,*,, 4 

Glow di Glow ((t1 , Evoke , lf l1ltMI 2 

Go where glory waits thee ♦,,,*** * # , Corri ... *,,***. * 2 

Guaracha Waltz Lit tie. 3 

H armomous Blacksmith (new edition) Handel •«**•*••+. 1 


Holder’s a Divertimento.” Op. 46* 
to Mrs, L. FI. i!tpi»pff*iitt*«pp tpptpapfpip»tfp4'i 2 
Sonata.” Op, 47* & 


n 


2 

2 

o 


Emily Tower « , . ■ t < a . , . * * . . » . * * » , • • * . . . * * 2 

Howell's Progressive Sonatinas ..., 4 * 4 

J’ai de la mi son Ge/inek ,*•••*..., 2 

La Belle Henrietta Holder 4 

La bel le Koaa Ditto 

La ci darem . * , ,,,,,* T *i,,««P 4 ..pi Gelinek * 

— — — Flute accompaniment, . Little* *,*+*,,,, ,, l 

Lady Mary , , , . . . . Jansen , it( 1 

La Gavotte de Vestris, Flvite accomp. Little, 4 ■ > 2 

La Petit Senate. Op. 45 * Holder t 

L’Hymenee Von Es eh 2 

Lieber Augustine Gelhek . 

L'Oiseau de Venus Kiattmarh 


o 


4 4 1 * 


Ll 


d. 

0 

0 

6 

G 

0 

6 

0 

o 

0 

0 

6 

6 

o 

0 

6 

0 

6 

6 

o 

a 

u 

G 

G 

0 

0 

0 

o 

0 

G 

0 

o 

0 

6 

r> 

G 

G 

0 

G 

6 

0 

G 


Lord Hard wicke’s March 


Marche Pastorale et Air Russe 
Minuetto. Flute uecoim>, * * , 


Morgan IVjKigan 

Mozart s Grand March 

- — — Military Waltz* Flute accom 

Sonata. Op, 19* Harp and 


*■ * > 1 , 


My love is like the red, red rose, &c. 
Nel cor pi& non mi sento 
Oh ! Lady Fair ...... 

O Pescator del I 'onda. . . 

O softly sleep * 


■ m? 

Pastoral Rondo 

Peace be around thee 


Prussian Air 


Rode's Air, variations 
Row gently here , , . , 
St* Patrick's Day 
Scot's wha hue wi" w “ 


Sophy * * * 
Sun Flower 


1 ■ * 


Terna and Waltz 


Turn again, Whittington, withaccom- 
pajiimentH, Flute and Violoncello,, 

_ — ■ . without accomps. 

Tyrolese Air .. 

V alee F runjoise * » ,,,.,,** *.*.•.»** < 


When the Rosebud 
Wood- pecker 


dFItite anti 33tano=d?orte 


1 . 

2 

2 


d. 

0 

0 


Batti, batti, o bel Masetto Little T - . , , * 

Di placer mi balza il cor , Little 

Fra tante Angoseie, Flute Accomp , , , Little I G 

f iia la menaa et Bravi Co»tv Ri*ra , , , , Coggins 2 

Hornpipe danced by Mad. Mi lame . , . , Cooke, 3 

La ci darem la miino Little , t|t ., pippi| I 

Mozart's Military Waltz- j Uitzler J 

O Dolce Concento . ... 4 ,,*,, Murrowex $fNichol*on 2 


6 

0 

G 

ti 

G 




d. 


. * 1 

ti 

COokC *, 4444 . 44 , 

CP 

« v ^ 

‘ 0 

Jansen * 

4 . 1 

ti 

Von Esth 44 . 4 .* 

0 

i' ■ 

ti 

Little ... 44 * 4 . 4 . 

1 

ti 

Dihdin 

.. 1 

ti 

Lanza 

0 

r> 

Geltnetc * * 

Q 

m m ** 

0 

Metzler , * 

,4 1 

0 

Weippert ...... 

i 4 ti 

0 

Hummell 

4 , 2 

(> 

Celinek 

4 * 2 

t> 

LdtOUT 4 44 4**44 


0 

Little . 4 , 4 * 4 ,.** 

9 

■ » * 

ti 

A'ia//marA' ...... 

CP 

* # ■ 

0 

Little 444 , 4 . - . 

O 

m v v 

ti 

Holder * ***** * * 

4 4^3 


Hummell .** 4 «r 

cp 

■ ■ — 

ti 

Gelhiefc .,.,, 44 . 

0 

■- # »> 

ti 

Ditto 

■ ■ PP 

0 

Ditto ...... . 44 , 

.. 1 

ti 

Ditto ...... . . . * 

O 

m ■ ■» 

ti 

Lysaght, .. 4 , 4 .* 

4 . 2 

0 

Eavestaff , . * . . . 

O 

■ ■ b 

ti 

Log Ur ........ 

CP 

4 i — 

n 

Voigt 

.. 1 

it 

Little 

2 

0 

Sch ulz 

3 

0 

Bitrrotves * 

. , 2 

0 

Hummell * * . . . * 

2 

ti 

Parry ,. 44 *. 4..4 

O 

* * - 4 * 

0 

jS c/lttlz .. 4 , 4 , * ■ 

* • 2 

0 

Holder .. 4444*4 

,* 3 

ti 

.Little * 

.. 2 

0 

Turnbull 

.. 3 

ti 


,, 2 

ti 

Qelinek . * 

.4 2 

ti 

Hingicood ., 4 * 4 . 

** 1 

ti 

Hummell 4 ,-.*, 

.4 I 

ti 

Pies 

*4 3 

ti 

Kial/tnark 

■ 4 2 

ti 

Bufrotees 

.. 2 

ti 

Parry, 

.. 2 

o 

Burroues 4 ***.* 

** 2 

ti 


1 . 

L 

Parry ***** 

4 . 3 

t> 

Parry* ,,, 44 ,.,, 

** 3 

0 


< . 5 

0 


O Doke Concento * * , , 

Nightingale «... 

Parry's Six Divertimentos 

Pokmoise 

Thistle Grove , , , . . P » P . . * , . . . * . . 1 

Thrush . . * - . * Lurry . - -4. 3 

Wstris' Gavotte. Flute accomp, P * , , Little — ,,,. 4,444 2 
When the Rosebud Kiailmark .***,**, 2 


Metzler , 3 

Coggins f*.**.,.,, 2 


0 

6 

o 

u 

6 


^tto^artjs ©berttire0 + 

A New and corrected Edition, with Piute a*:d Violoncello Accompaniments, 


, s. 

Coil fan tuttVw. , * , , , * , , , . * , , * j 

Ditto, with accomp, * fpp (t ..;. .*.*.... 2 

idomenco ...... 1 

Ditto, with accomp*, * , * , .... * * ... , 2 

11 Direttor j(i i( j 

Ditto, with accomp, 2 

11 Don f.iiovauni . 

T CV P P ■ 1 4 ■ ■ ■<■'■ 4: 1, P P" ® • 

Ditto, with accomp. 


d, 

ti 

ti 

G 

ti 

G 

ti 


s* 

U Fleu to Mexico * • 1 

D i tto, with accomp. * - 

11 Seraglio 1 

Ditto, with accomp «... 2 

La Clemeiusa di Tito ^ , 4 * , . , . . , , * - - , . . * * . , . , - - * * * * * < 3 

Ditto, w ith accomp. * * * * * - 

LeN 0 zze d i Figaro 1 

Ditto, with accomp, * 2 


d, 

fj 

ti 

ti 

G 

* 

ti 

ti 

ti 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 




Hen ry the Fourth, with accompani meats fur 

Flute and Violoncello* * * Martini 

* — — with Flute accompaniment 

* ( II Ratio di Proserpina,” wiihaccoinp. 

for Flute and Violoncello Winter 

“ II Tmicredi/’ with accompaniments 

for FI ute and Violoncello Rossini ********* 

— — with Flute accomp * . * « * 

Lodoisku. with accompaniments for Flute 

and Violoncello*. , ****** Kreutxer ******** 

— — with Flute Accompaniments 

Bride oT A bydos ************* *1 ** * Kelly ****** 

All in the dark B. Licius t Esq. * * 


t . d t 
4 0 

3 0 

3 G 

2 G 

2 6 

2 0 

1 (i 

2 0 
2 o 


Caliph of Bagdad * * * * 
Contjiii'Et of Taranto 
First Attempt ***.., 
Flodden Field 
Florence Macarthy * * 
Frederick the Great , , . 
Harleijuin Whittington 
High Notion* ******* 
Medley .,,,*■******* 

PloU 

Successful Cruise**.*. 
Valiev of Diamonds* f « 





Lanza * 
Kelly * * . 
Cooke , . . 
Ditto* * * 

Cooke „ * * 

Ditto . . , 
IFure * , * 
Parry * * * , 
Logier 
King * . * , 
Sander son 
Corn .**. 


4. Ji 
2 O 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 6 
2 O 
2 0 
2 0 
2 6 
2 0 
2 0 


maltw* 


d* 

Fouti WiltzIvl Sets 1, 2* and 3, by M. Sehoengen i Ci 

Four Waltzes, 44 The Wood-Hill/' 

** Clifton/' 14 Castle Mahon/' and 

44 Clrarlemo^lt/ , by .**.*.*,**,. . . T* Halt ******** t fi 


National Waltz and Six others, 

dan cud by the Misses Dennett, com* j. d, 

posed by . . * * , , Miss H*M, Dennett 2 G 

Three 'Waltzes, 14 The Coboiirg/* 

4 * The A lighten/' and 41 The Sarah 

Atm,” composed by * * .,.,*,***** # Augustus Met es 2 (J 


Jttusartr? tituabnUrd, tec, 

J. Power, lias the honour to amioiruco 1o it w Koliility mid Outry* Subscribers to the Hulk at Alm&ek’e And the Argyll litmus, ihat lie ha* purchased n mi 
Messrs* Msisiird, Colli net, and Michau, the exclusive Copyright ol ail the Uiudrillcs and Waltzes composed by tlum lliL* reason. 


nth Set, with Flute Aeconip., dedicated to the Duchess of j. d. 

Somerset P . 4 0 

12th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princess E.sleriinzy „ . , 4 0 

13th Set, with ditto, dedicated to St. Antonio 4 0 

14th Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Bull, Carlton 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton ; computed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated tU His Most 
Gracious Majesty George the Fourth **.*,**..*,,.,,* 4 0 

15th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Misfi Seymour ****,.*. 4 0 

l6th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codnnglon 4 0 

J7th Set* with ditto, dedicated to the Conn leas St, Antonio 4 0 

%* The subjects of thi^ set from l4 Lu Gazza Ladra/* 


a* ft* 

18th Scb with Flute Aceomp*, dedicated to the Hon* Mrs, 

Beau tnout *.,*.*„ 4 0 

lt)lh Set, with ditto, dedicated lo the Co unless of Wemyss ‘ 

and March ******** *********************** 4 o 

■ * 

20th Set, composed expressly for, and most humbly dedi- 
cated to, the Dale of Devonshire! and the Noble 
and Hon. Members of the Ball Committee at 
the King’* Theatre for the relief of the Distress'd 


Irish ,.,.******. ****************** 4 0 

21st Set, with Flute Accorep. dedicated to Lady Petre 4 ti 


J*fluSArt>’$ 

6th Set, with F bite Accomp. 2 G l 

7 th Set, Ditto 2 6 ] 


maltM 

8tU Set, Ditto (NouvelW Mazu*as) 2 it 

9Ui Set, Ditto * * 2 b 


J. Power's Pocket Edition of Quadrilles, danced at the 
Arg^ le Rooms, A i muck's* crc., Books 1 to 7 ..each . 

J, Power’s select Dances No V. containing 41 The Cam* 
Ihie ” — ** Pnpagcno” — “ Highlnnd Laddie" — “Gavotte 
de Vestris"— “fvanlioe" and a Exmouth M'altz/'< — . * P . 


33an«0. 


3 O 


1 i) 


( 


Ditto, No, VI. eontaining “ Echo Dance' 1 — “ Eclipse 
Walt.z M — - 41 Di\ Syntax” — M Burlington Arcade' 1 — 
« Waring Waltz" — and tl Captive Bird* (/o be continued.) 

J. Power's Collection of Dances, Waltzes* Quadrilles, 6fe tl 
for IB20, t82I s 1622, and 1623, with Flute Actomp. .. 


I 


it 


0 

6 


Bagatelles 

Cea^e your funning 

Di tanti palpiti 

Flow on thou shining River 

FIo|X! told a flattering tale 

Les Bel lea Bergeres, with Harp Accom- 
paniment 

Ditto, witliont Accompaniment 
Oh Lady Fai r * . 


Duetts {or ®tno Jitrfonnfrs. 



s. 

ft. 

it 


j. 

d . 

Little ....... 

* * * ■ 3 

0 

Ti lose evening bells 

Ries ************ 

, 3 

G 

Rennet t ...... 

.... J 

0 

Ov. 44 II Tnnercdi" 

Little 

2 

ti 

Bennett ****** 

.... 2 

G 

Do, Do. with Acoovnp. Flute and \ ioloncello 

3 

6 

Wes 

si 

a ■ ■ t it 

6 

Overture and Selections from Mozart's 




Bennett 


6 

celebrated Ojiera “II Flautu Magieo* 1 







arranged from the original *cote, by 

, . * . J. IL Little 

15 

ft 

Little 


0 

Book 1. ..... 


. 3 

u 

Ditto 

*... 3 

0 

Books 2, 3, 4, and 5 .each 


i 4 

0 

Burrou'es **.. 

.... 2 

6 

* 





NEW HARP MUSIC. 


s. d * 

Banks of AlUn Wider Chipp .... 2 6 

ltrusseU W T altz Holden 2 0 

Cumbriaii Youth Parry .,*.2 0 , 

Crudol Perch^, flee. Harp and Piano-Forte Chipp ». .* 3 G 

Drill kto me only with thine eyes Weippert . , 2 0 

Evelmi's Bower (from the Irish Melodics),,,. Chipp .*..2 G 

Hilton House ... *. Weippert , , I G 

Introduction and Polonaise (HarpandP.*Forte1 Chipp ****3 G 

Legacy (from tlie Irish Melodies) Chipp .... 2 0 

Merch Mefftin . * * . Miss Dibit in ] 6 

^ly love is like the red, red rose ...... . , r . , * HumtncU . * 2 (i 

Munich Waltz, &c. lhimmdl .* 9 6 


&. d. 

O softly sleep t Dizi ****** 2 l> 

Pen ce be around thee (from the National Airs) Jhimniclf . , 2 G 

Rhenish Air Weippert 1 G 

Sly Patrick, Fantasia and Variations Bochsa .... 

Sun-flower, the (from the Irish Melodies) *.*1 Hummed ** 2 G 

Sweet Richard Parry* -** . 2 o 

Three Waltzes. Harp and Piano-Forte .... JIvnrmc/ ** 3 ti 

*Tis the Inst Rose of Summer Ch:pp ,*** 2 G 

'Venetian Air ..••** * *.*..>.•*•-*-•• * *.***Dumm{Il . .. 1 t- 
To Ladies eyes. * 14 ... t . Ditto 2 l> 

We’re a' Noddin »i », f . * ** Chipp * ... 2 ti 
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Htttortfftment* 


This NumbeF of The Melodies ought to have appeared much earlier 5 and the writer of the 
words is ashamed to confess, that the delay of its publication must be imputed chiefly, if not en- 
tirely, to him. He finds it necessary to make this avowal, not only for the purpose of removing 
ail blame from the publisher, but in consequence of a rumour, which has been circulated indus- 
triously in Dublin, that the Irish Government had interfered to prevent the continuance of the 
Work. This would be, indeed, a revival of Henry the Eighth’s enactments against Minstrels, 
and it is flattering to find that so much importance is attached to our compilation even by such 
persons as the inventors of the report Bishop Lowth, it is true, was of opinion that one song, 
like the Hymn to Harmodius, would have done more towards rousing the spirit of the Homans 
than all the philippics of Cicero. But we live in wiser and less musical times ; ballads have long 
lost their revolutionary powers, and we question if even a Lillibullero 5 ’ would produce any very 
serious consequences at present. It is needless, therefore, to add, that there is no truth in the 
report ; and we trust that whatever belief it obtained was founded more upon the character of the 
Government than of the IVork . 

The Airs of the last Number, though full of originality and beauty, were perhaps in general, 
100 curiously selected to become all at once as popular as, we think, they deserve to be. The 
Public are remarkably reserved towards new acquaintances in music, which, perhaps, is one of 
he reasons why many modem composers introduce none but old friends to their notice. Indeed, 
it is natural that persons, who love music only by association, should be slow in feeling the charms 
of a new and strange melody ; while those, who have a quick sensibility for this enchanting art, will 
as naturally seek and enjoy novelty, because in every variety of strain they find a fresh combination 
of ideas, and the sound has scarcely reached the ear, before the heart has rapidly translated it into 
sentiment. After all, however, it cannot be denied that the most popular of our national Airs arc 
also the most beautiful ; and it has been our wish, in the present Number, to select from those 
Melodies only which have long been listened to and admired. The least known in the collection is 
the Air of ** Love's young Dream;" but it is one of those easy, artless strangers, whose merit the 
heart acknowledges iustantlv. 


Bury-street, St . James's, 
Nov . 1811. 


T. M. 


Printed by W. CLOWES, 
Northumberland-court, S triad, London. 
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LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 
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OH ! THE DAYS ARE GONE. 


Aib — The Old Woman 


I. 

OH ! the days are gone, when beauty bright 
My heart's chain wove ; 

When my dream of life, from morn till night, 
Was love, still love ! 

New hope ma} r bloom, 

And days may come, 

Of milder, calmer beam, 

But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love's young dream ! 

Oh ! there ’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream ! 

II. 

Tho' the bard to purer fame may soar, 

When wild youth’s past ; 

Tho he win the wise, who frown'd before, 

To smile at last ; 

He’ll never meet 

J- 

A joy so sweet 
In all his noon of fame, 

As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
Ilis soul-felt fiame, 

And, at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The one lov’d name ! 

in. 

Oh ! that hallow'd form is ne’er forgot. 

Which first love trac'd ; 

Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory's waste ! 

'Twas odour fled 
As soon as shed ; 

Twas morning’s winged dream I 

Twas a light, that ne'er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream ! 

Oli ! 'twas light, that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream ! 
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THE PRINCE’S DAY \ 


THO’ DARK ARE OUR SORROWS. 


M 


Air — St. Patrick's Day. 

I. 

THO' dark are our sorrows, to-day well forget them. 

And smile thro' our tears, like a sun-beam in showers ; 

There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them. 

More form'd to be grateful and blest than ours 1 
But, just when the chain 
Has ceas'd to pain, 

And hope has enwreath’d it round with flowers, 

There comes a new link 
Our spirit to sink 1 — 

Oh ! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles. 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay ; 

But tho’ ’twere the last little spark in our souls. 

We must light it up now, on our Princes Day. 

H. 

Contempt on the minion, who calls you disloyal t 
Tho' fierce to your foe, to your friends you are true ; 

And the tribute most high to a head that is royal, 

Is love from a heart, that loves liberty too. 

While cowards, who blight 
Your fame, your right, 

Would shrink from the blaze of the battle array ; 

The standard of green 
In front would be seen. — 

Oh ! my life on your faith ! were you summon'd this minute. 

You’d cast every bitter remembrance away. 

And shew what the arm of old Erin has in it. 

When rous’d by the foe on her Prince’s Day. 

III. 

He loves the green isle, and his love is recorded 
In hearts, which have suffer'd too much to forget ; 

And hope shall be crown’d, and attachment rewarded, 

And Erin’s gay jubilee shine out yet ! 

The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 

But nothing can cloud its native ray ; 

Each fragment will cast 
A light to the last. 

And thus, Erin, my country ! tho’ broken thou art, 

There’s a lustre within thee, that ne’er will decay ; 

A spirit, that beams thro’ each suffering part. 

And now smiles at their pain, on the Prince’s Day ! 


This Song was written for a Ftte in honour of the Pbinck op Wales’s Birth-Day, given by the 
friend. Major Bryan, last year, ( 1810 ,) at his scat in the county of Kilkenny. 
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WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 


Air — The Song of Sorrow, 


I. 

WEEP on, weep on, your hour is past ; 

Y our dreams of pride are o’er ; 

The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more ! 

In vain the hero’s heart hath bled ; 

The sage’s tongue hath warn’d in vain - 
Oh, Freedom ! once thy dame hath fled, 

It never lights again t 

II. 

Weep on — perhaps in after days 
They’ll learn to love your name ; 

And many a deed may wake in praise, 

That long hath slept in blame ! 

And, when they tread the ruin’d isle, i 
Where rest, at length, the lord and slave, 
They’ll wondering ask, how hands so vile 
Could conquer hearts so brave ? 


III. 

« Twas fate," they'll say, “ a wayward fate 
** Your web of discord wove ; 

“ And while your tyrants join’d in hate,. 

“ You never join'd in love! 

« But hearts fell off, that ought to twine, 

« And man profan’d what God had given, 
*t Till some were heard to curse the shrine, 

« Where others knelt to heaven 
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LESBIA HAS A BEAMING EYE. 


Am — Nora Creina. 

T. 

LESBIA has a beaming eye. 

But no one knows for whom it beaineth ; 
Right and left its arrows fly, 

But what they aim at no one dreameth ! 
Sweeter 'tis to gaze upon . 

My Nora's lid, that seldom rises; 

Few her looks, but every one, 

Like unexpected light, surprises ! 

Oh, my Nora Creina, dear ! 

My gentle, bashful Nora Creina ! 

Beauty lies 
In many eyes. 

But love in your’s, my Nora Creina ! 

II. 

Lesbia wears a robe of gold. 

But all so close the nymph has lac'd it, 

Not a charm of beauty's mould 
Presumes to stay where Nature plac'd it ! 
Oh ! my Nora s gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes. 
Leaving every beauty free 

To sink or swell, as heaven pleases ! 

Y es, my N ora Creina, dear ! 

My simple, graceful Nora Creina ! 

Nature’s dress 
Is loveliness, 

The dress you wear, my Nora Creina $ 

III. 

Lesbia has a wit refin'd, 

But, when its points are gleaming round us 
Who can tell if they’re design’d 
To dazzle merely, or to wound us ? 

Pillow’d on my Nora’s heart, 

In safer slumber love reposes ; — 

Bed of peace 1 whose roughest part 
Is but the crumpling of the roses ! 

Oh, my Nora Creina. dear ! 

My mild, my artless Nora Creina 1 
Wit, tho’ bright, 

Has not the light 

That warms your eyes, my Nora Creina! 
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I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME 83 


Air — Domhnail. 


I 

I SAW thy form in j outhful prime, 

Nor thought that pale decay 

Would steal before the steps of time, 
And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 

Yet still thy features wore that light 
Which fleets not with the breath ; 

And life ne'er look’d more purely bright 
Than in thy smile of death, Mary ! 

II 

As streams, that run o’er golden mines, . 
With modest murmur glide. 

Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 
Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 

So, veil’d beneath a simple guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone, 

And that, which charm'd all other eyes, 
Seem’d worthless in thy own, Mary ! 

h 

III. 

If souls could always dwell above, 

Thou ne'er hadst left that sphere ; 

Or, could we keep the souls we love, 

We ne’er had lost thee here, Mary ! 

Tho’ many a gifted mind we meet, 

Tho’ fairest forms we see, 

To live with them is far less sweet 
Than to remember thee, Mary*! 


* I have here made a feeble effort to imitate that exquisite inscription of ShenbtcneV — ** Heu! quanto 
minus est cum rtliquis ver sari quam tui meminhse*? 7 
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BY THAT LAKE, WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE * 


Air — The Brown Irish Girl. 


I. 

BY that Lake, whose gloomy shore 
Sky-lark never warbles o’er \ 

Where the cliff hangs high and steep, 
Young St. Kevin stole to sleep. 

“ Here, at least," he calmly said, 

“ Woman ne'er shall find my bed.” 
Ah ! the good Saint little knew 
What that wily sex can do. 


III. 

On the bold cliff's bosom cast, 
Tranquil now he sleeps at last ; 
Dreams of heav’n, nor thinks that e’er 
Woman's smile can haunt him there; 
But nor earth, nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 

Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o'er him leans and weeps. 


II. 

'Twas from Kathleen's eyes he flew, 
Eyes of most unholy blue ! 

She had lov’d him well and long, 
Wish'd him her's, nor thought it wrong 
Wheresoe’er the Saint would fly, 

Still he heard her light foot nigh ; 

East or west, where’er he turn’d. 

Still her eyes before him burn’d. 


IV. 

Fearless she had track'd his feet 
To this rocky, wild retreat ; 

And when morning met his view, 
Her mild glances met it too. 

Ah ! your Saints have cruel hearts ! 
Sternly from his bed he starts, 

And with rude, repulsive shock, 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 


V. 

Glendalough ! thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen’s grave , 
Soon the Saint (yet, ah ! too late) 

Felt her love, and mourn’d her fate. 
When he said “ Heav’n rest her soul !” 
Round the Lake light music stole ; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o’er the fatal tide' 


* This ballad is founded upon one of the many stories related of St. Kkv in, whose bed in the rock is 
to be seen at Glendalough, a most gloomy and romantic spot in the county of Wicklow. 

i There are many other curious traditions concerning this lake, which may be found in Glkalpue, 
Colo as, S;e. 
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SUE IS FA R FROM THE LAND. 


Ala — Open the Door. 


I. 

SHE is far from the land, where her young Hero sleeps, 
And lovers are round her sighing ,* 

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in his grave is lying ! 

II. 

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains, 

Every note which he lov’d awaking. — 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 

How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking ! 

III. 

He had liv’d for his love, for his country he died, 

They were all that to life had entwin’d him,-* 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 

Nor long will his love stay behind him ! 


IV. 

Oh ! make her a grave, where the sun-beams rest. 

When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the West, 
From her own lov’d Island of sorrow ! 



NAY. TELL ME NOT. 


Am — Dennis, don't be Threatening. 


I. 

NAY, tell me not, dear ! that the goblet drowns 
One charm of feelings one fond regret ; 

Believe me, a few of thy angry frowns 
Are all I ’ve sunk in its bright wave yet. 

Ne’er hath a beam 
Been lost in the stream, 

That ever was shed from thy form or soul • 
The balm of thy sighs, 

The spell of thine eyes, 

Still float on the surface, and hallow my bowl 
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me ; 

Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim's zeal. 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee! 


II. 

They tell us that Love in his fairy bower 
Had two blush-roses, of birth divine ; 

He sprinkled the one with a rainbow’s shower, 

But bath'd the other with mantling wine. 
Soon did the buds, 

That drank of the floods 
Distill’d by the rainbow, decline and fade ; 
While those, which the tide 
Of rubv had dy’d, 

All blush'd into beauty like thee, sweet maid ' 
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me ; 
Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee 1 
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Air — Croogkan a Vcnce *. 


I 

AVENGING and bright fall the swift sword of Erin, 

On him, who the brave sons of Usna betray’d ! 

For ev’ry fond eye he hath waken’d a tear in, 

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o'er her blade. 

II. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor's dark dwelling b . 
When UladV three champions lay sleeping in gore — 

By the billows of war which, so often, high swelling, 

Have wafted these heroes to victory's shore ! — 

III. 

We swear to revenge them ! — no joy shall be tasted. 

The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed, 

Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted, 
d ill vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer's head • 

IV. 

Yes, monarch ! tho’ sweet are our home recollections, 

Tho’ sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall ; 

Tho’ sweet are our friendships, our hopes anil affections, 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all ! 


* The name of this beautiful ami truly Irish air is, I am toki, properly written Cruachan na Feint % i. e., the 
Fenian mount, or mount of the Finuian heroes, those brave followers of Finn Mac Coo/, so celebrated ir. 
the early history of our country. 

The words of this song were suggested by the very ancicut Irish story called ff Demin, or the lamentable 
fate of the sons of Usnach/’ which has been translated literally from the Gaelic, by Mr* O’Flanagan, 
(see Vol. I, of Transactions of the Gaelic Society of Dublin,) and upon which it appears that the <c Darlhula” 
of Macpherson is founded. The treachery of Conor, king of Ulster, in putting to death the three sons of 
Usna, was the cause of a desolating war against Ulster, which terminated in the destruction of Eman 
u This story (says Mr. OTlanagan) has been from time immemorial held in high repute as one of the 
three tragic stories of the Irish, These are * The death of the Children of Touran/ ( The death of the 
Children of Lear/ (both regarding Tuatha de Duiiaus,) and this 1 The death of the Children of Usnach/ 
■which is a Milesian story," — It will be recollected, that, in the Second Number of these Melodies, there is 
a Ballad upon the story of the Children of Lear or Lir : tf Silent, oh Moyle ! ,J tfi. 

Whatever may be thought of those sanguine claims to antiquity, which Mr. O’Flanagan and other* 
advance for the literature of Ireland, it would be a very lasting reproach upon our nationality, if the Gaedc 
researches of this gentleman did not meet with all the liberal encouragement w filch they merit* 

b u Oh Naisi ! view the cloud that 1 here sec in the sky! 1 see over Email green a chilhug cloud of 
blood- tinged red/' Deirdri’s song, 

Ulster- 
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WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 


Air — The Yellow Hone. 



He . — WHAT the bee is to the floweret, 
When he looks for honey dew 
Thro’ the leaves that close embower it. 
That, my love, I '11 be to you ! 


She . — What the bank, with verdure glowing, 
Is to waves that wander Lear, 
Whispering kisses, while they ’re going, 
That I '11 be to you, my dear ! 


n. 

t 

She. — But, they say, the bee’s a rover, 

That he '11 fly, when sweets are gone ; 

And, when once the kiss is over, 

Faithless brooks will wander on ! 

He. — Kay, if flowers will lose their looks, 

If sunny banks will wear away, 

Tig but right, that bees and brooks 

Should sip and kiss them, while they may. 
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What the bank, with verdure glowing", Is to waves that wan_der near. 
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LOVE AND TIIE NOVICE. 109 


HERE WE DWELL. 


Air — Ceatt dttbh Delis h ° . 


I. 

“ HERE we dwell, in holiest bowers, 

“ A V here angels of light o’er our orisons bend ; 

“ Where sighs of devotion and breathings of flowers 
“ To heaven in mingled odour ascend * 

** Do not disturb our calm, oh Love ! 

“ So like is thy form to the cherubs above, 

“ It well might deceive such hearts as ours.” 

II. 

Love stood near the Novice, and listen'd. 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint ; 

Ilis laughing blue eyes soon with piety glisten’d ; 

Ilis rosy wing turn’d to heaven’s own tint. 

“ Who would have thought,” the urchin cries, 

“ That Love could so well, so gravely disguise 
“ Ilis wandering wings, and wounding eyes?” 

III. 

Love now warms tlice, waking and sleeping, 

Young Novice ! to him all thy orisons rise ; 
lit tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping, 

He brightens the censer’s flame with his sighs ! 

Love is the saint enshrin’d in thy breast, 

And angels themselves would admit such a guest, 
If he came to them, cloth 'd in Piety’s vest. 


* \Vc have taken the liberty of omitting a part of this Air, which appeared to us to wander rat her 
unmanageably out of the compass of the voice. It has been given, however, in its perfect Iwmi, at the 
beginning of the Third Number 



THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER'D WITH PLEASURES AND WOES. 


i 


Air — The Bunch of Green Rushes that grew at the Bnm, 


I. 

THIS life is all chequer’d with pleasures and woes, 

That chase one another like waves of the deep. 

Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows, 

Reflecting our eyes, as they sparkle or weep. 

So closely our whims on our miseries tread, 

That the laugh is awak’d, ere the tear can be dried ; 

And as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed, 

The goose-plumage of Folly can turn it aside. 

But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy. 

With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise, 

Be ours the light grief, that is sister to joy, 

And the short brilliant folly, that flashes and dies! 

II. 

When Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount, 

Thro’ fields full of sun-shine, with heart full of play, 

Light rambled the boy over meadow and mount, 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way \ 

Thus some who, like me, should have drawn and have tasted 
The fountain, that runs by philosophy’s shrine, 

Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted, 

And left their light urns all as empty as mine! 

But pledge me the goblet — while idleness weaves 
Her flowerets together, if Wisdom can see 
One bright drop or two, that has fall’n on the leaves 
From her fountain divine, ’tis sufficient for me ! 


a Proposito flotem i>rs**ulit oflkiu, — P ropeht. Lib, /. lutt*. 
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THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE, ESO. 


No* I* — Price 15**— > Con tattling 
Cura fan's Concerto 

p . L 

The pleaumt Rocks 

Planxty Drury 

The Beardless Roy 

Go where Glory waits thee 

Remember the Gfaries of Briea the Brave 

Erin ! the Tear ch d the Smile in thine Eyes 

Oh / breathe not his name 

When he icho adores thee 

The tlarp that once thro 1 Tore 1 * Halls 

Ely not yet ! 

Oh / think not my Spirits are always its light 

Tho 1 the last Glimpse of Erin 

Rich and, rare were the Gems she wore 

As a Beam o'er the Face of the Waters may glow 

The Meeting of the ) f titers 

No. II. — -Price L5 j* — C ontaining 

St. Senanus and the Lady 
How <lear to me the Hour 
Take hack the virgin Page 

The Legacy — (\Vhen in Death / shall calm recline) 
The Dirge — ( How oft has the Renshee cried S) 
We may roam thro' this World 
Epelcm’s Rower— {Oh / weep for the Hour) 
Let Erin remember the Days of old 
Silentt oh Moyle ! he the Roar of thy Waters 
Come* send round the I Vine 
Sublime, was the Warning 

Believe, me, if all those endearing young Charms 


Containing 


No, H L— Price 15*, 

Cectn dttbh Delish 
The sno ivy- breasted Pearl 
Planxty Johnstone 
Captain Megan 

ErinfoltJ Eriu—( Like the bright Lamp) 
Drhik to her 


Qh ! blame not the Bard 

While gazing on the Moon's Light 

When Daylight was yet sleeping under the Billow 

Before the Battle— {By the Hope within us springing) 

After the Battle 
Oh ! 'lii sweet to think 
The Irish Peasant to his Mistress 
When thro ' Life unblest we rove 
It is not the Tear at this Moment shed 
\'Tis believ'd that this Harp 


No. IV.— Price 15 *.— Containing 

Love's young Dream— (Oh J the Days are gone) 
The Prince's Day— ( Tho' dark are our Sorrows) 
Weep on, weep on 
Lesbia hath a beaming Eye 
/ thy Form in youthful Prime 
By that Lake whose gloomy Shore 
\ She is f r from the Land 
Kay , tell me not 
Avenging and bright 
\ What the Bee is to the Floweret 
Love and the Novice [Here we dweltin holiest Bowers) 
This Life is all chequer'd 


No, V.— Price i&'—Contaimg 

Thro' Erins Isle 

At the mid Hour of Night 

One Bumper at Parting ! 

'Ti$ the fast Rose of Summer 
Tfic young May Moon 
The Minstrel Boy 
The Valley lay smiling ^before me 


Oh ! had we some br ight little Isle 
Farewell l &uf whenever you welcome the Hour 
Oh / doubt me not 
You remember Ellen 
Td mourn the Hopes that fcsttC me 

Tlte Illustrations designed bv T. Stothard. H.A., Sfc. %c., anti ^grayed l>y M.tas, Rose, *c. *r 


No, VI. — Price 15*.— Containing 
Come o'er the Sea 

Has Sorrow llty young Days shaded f 

No, not more welcome * 

When first I met thee 

While History's Muse 

The Time Tve lost in wooing 

Oh ! where's the Slave f 

Came, rest in this Bosom 

1 Tis gone, and for ever 

I saw from the Beach 

Fill the Bumper fair 

Dear Harp of my Country 

No. VI L — Price 15 *,— Containing 

My gentle Harp / once more I waken 
As slow our ship her foamy Track 
In the Morning of Life* when its Cares arc unknown 
When cold in the Earth lies the Friend thou hast far'd 
Remember thee / yes , while there's Life in this Heart 
Wreath the Bowl 
Whene'er / see those smiling Eyes 
If thou It be mine, the Treasures oj Air 
To Ladies' Eyes a Round, Boy 
forg'd not the Field where they perish d 
\ They may rail at this Life 
Oh for the Swords of firmer Time J 

No, V II L— Price \ 5s,— Containing 

K e'er ask the Hour 
Sail rm, sail on 
The Parallel 
Drink if this Cup 
Th e Fo rtu ji e- fe Her 
Oh ye Dead / t 

O 1 Donohue's Mistress 
The Echo 
Oh banquet wof ‘ 

Thee, thee , only thee 
Shall the Harp, then, be silent ■ 

Oh the Sight entrancing 
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With Symphonic and Accompaniments by HENRY R. BISHOP, and Sir JOHN STEVENSON, Mils. Doc. 

THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 


No* I, — Price 1 2s.— Containing 

A temple to friendship MM ; Ml Spanish 
AH tbit's bright must fade , . . . Indian 

Dost thou remember ?. , Portuguese 

> are thee well ! thou lovely one L * Sicilian 
f low on, thou shining river ! ,,,, Portuguese 
Oh f come to me when daylight sets Venetian 
Oft in the stilly night Scotch 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty .*..*« Italian 
Should, those fond hopes Portuguese 

So warmly we met , , , * * * , Hungarian 

Those evening bells wt Bells of St * Petersburg 
Hark ! the vesper hymn is stealing Russian 


No* 1L— Price 12s — Containing 

Come, chase that starting tear mv French 
Common sehse and genius »,,,** Ditto 

Guily sounds the Castanet Maltese 

Hear me but once * , . * * French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting Portuguese 

Love and Hope * * , * * - * Swiss 

Love is a hunter- boy Lmguedocian 

My harp has one unchanging themeStirfrftjA 
Oh ! no, irote'en w hen first we lov'd Cashmerian 
Peace be around thee **..*..».* Scotrh 
Then fare thee well »*,*,»..* * * ■ * English 
There comes a time Gentian 


No* II L — Price 12s*-* Containing 

Bright be thy Dreams,*,,.,** Welsh 
The Crystal H u nters .,**.*** Stciss 

* * m M. -M> 


Go then— 1 his vain ,*,.**«**» Sicilian 
Oh days of V outh * * * * * French 

— ^ * t. A ^ b J--* m 


Peace to the Slumberers, * ,, . * Catokmisn 
Row gently here 4 ********** , Venetian 
Say what shall be our sport to-day Sicilian 
See the dawn from Heaven , * . * Button 
When first that Smile ******** Venetian 
When Love was u Child ****** Swedish 
When thou shuU wander* ***** Sicilian 
[ Who'll buy my Love-knots* * * * Porfn#ue*c 


No* IV,— Price 12s *— Containing 


Farewell Theresa* . . * Venetian 

Go now and dream , * * * * Sicilian 

Here sleeps tke Bard Highland 

How oft when watching stars * , Saeoyard 
Ne’er talk of wisdom's gloomy school Mahratta 
Nets and cages, * * . , * .. Swedish 


Take hence the Bowl ******* * Neapolitan 
Though *tis all but a dream * .French 
'Tis when the cup is smiling. .Italian 
When the first summer Bee . * German 
When through the Piazetta Venetian 
Where shall we bury our shame Neapolitan 
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A SERIES OF SACRED SONGS, DUETS, AND TRIO§. 

The Words by Thomas Moore, Esej.; the Music composed and selected by Sir John Stevenson and Mr* Moore* 
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Thou art , oh God f 

TAij world is all a feeling Show 

Fall’n is thy Throne * 

Who is the Maid? (St* Jerome's Love) 

The Bird let loose 

Oh ! Thou who dry 1 St the Mourner* s TVarj 


No* I , — Containing 

JVeep not for those 

'Hie Turf shall be my fragrant Shrine 
Sound the loud Timbrel j Miriam's Song] 
Go, let me weep 
Come not , oh Lord ! 

The Second Number jin the Press 


Were nof the sinful Mary's Tears 
As down in the sunless Retreats 
But who shall see 

Almighty God! (Chorus of Priest*) 

Oh fair J oh purest ! (St* Augustine to his bisltr) 


A SELECTION OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano-Forte by H. R* BISHOP, and Words by HORACE TW ISS, E&q*— Pnte 15s. 


Fount not the Hours 
A Stranger is come 
O do not think my words are cold 
Tho' my Visions of Life 


No* I .—* Containing 

My Love is but a Lassie yet 
The Shadows are stealing 
Dear Girl 
The Crystal Waters 


Oh cast not a Damp on this Hour of Delight 
Oh why is yon Cottage so desolate 
Fare ye well, my pretty Sophy! 

Yet, ire I seek a distant shore 


A SELECTION OF WELSH MELODIES, 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments, by JOHN PARRY. — The Words by Mrs, HEMANS- No. 1 and 2., 


No. I*— -Containing 

Druldical Chorus, on the landing of the Romans] 
Tlie Sea Song of Gavran 
The Hall of Cynddylan is gloomy to-night 
The Rock of Cader Idris 
The Lament of Lly warch I Jen 
Gtufydd'e Feast 
The Cambrian in America 
Sons of the fair Isle forget not the time 
Taliesin's Prophecy 
Oivtiin Glyndwr’s War Song 
Prince Mil dog's Farewell 
CaswaHoun Triumph 
Press on my steed I hear the swell 
The Mono i ai n Fires 
Whit* Sni iwdon 
The Chaul of the Bards 


No* II. — Contain ing 

The Green Isles of Ocean 

lie happy to-day 

Tis the step of my Morvydd 

Strike the Harp 

Sweet Vale of the Tywi 

1 crowed in its beauty thy Dee's Druid water 
The Summer Stonn u on the Mountain 
The Lament of the Last Dm id 
Ellen dear 

The Heroes of Cymru 

The Exile of Cambria 

Ye free Sons of Cambria 

OH Cambria ! the Days of thy Glory 

The Hirlas Horn 

Oh Wallia ! around thee 

The Death of Llywelyn 


Price I i^x* rath. 


VOCAL MUSIC. 


A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIES. 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments by C * E. HORN, and Poems written to the Airs by Wh* READER, Jun. E$q*^*Price 15i 


Red is the Billow's Spray 
Rose of this enchanted Fa/e 
Hark ! the &ong 
In the woody 


No* I , — Containing 

Fair Dream / 

Bring me the Wine 
Hqw true the Spot 
In vain thou tallest 


Night is falling 

From the HUt 

Oh / comtf thou not near 

Maid of the wildly-wishing Eye 
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Five Songs and a Duet J Lady Flint „ * * 

Spirit of b liss, Trio Lord Burgher&h 

Fly to the desert, Canzonett Ditto ******* ** 

fieudemeer’s Stream ,...!»* *•■ Ditto 
Her hands were clasped, Recit. and Air T* Attwood 
The Acacia Bower , **,*. ***,*.•.* * Ditto***** 

The cold wave my love lies under * * Ditto * * ** * 

The aong of the fire worshipper , Ditto****. 

The Arabian maid Bishop * * * 

The feast of roses **,,*.„ Ditto , * * « * 

The Georgian maid Ditto .*** * 

The Perl pardoned, Recit* and Aria , , Dr. Clarke , , wmr * 2 
The Spirit's song, Recit* Andante & Aria Ditto 2 

J. Power begs to inform the Composers of Music, and Music-sellers, that he is the only person authorized by Messrs, Longman and 

to publish, with Music, the Songs or Verses in the above Poem* 


Namouuu’s song, Recit. and Aria.,,, Dr. Clarke , 

Oh ! let me only breathe the air* J * C * Clifton 

We part for ever Harris ..... 

Bendeemer’tf Stream, Ballad W* Hawes* * , 

Paradise and the Peri, Recit. and Song Ditto ..... 

Araby’s Daughter G* Kiallmark** * 

Then fiy with me, Ballad Ditto ********* 

Fly to the desert, Ballad Ditto ********* 

Hindu's appeal to her lover Ditto ********* 

’Twas his voice, Recit. and Air ...... Sir J* Stevenson 

Now morn is blushing, ditto Ditto 

Oh 1 fair as the sea- flower. Ballad .... T * Welsh ***** 
The Peri's song, ditto Ditto 


s, rf. 
'2 0 


1 

1 

2 

2 

2 

I 


6 

6 

0 

o 

0 
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2 0 
2 0 


2 
2 

2 
o 

Co. 


o 

0 

0 
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HANDEL’S SONGS. 

Arranged %pith a Piano- Forte Accompaniment by Sir John Stevenson, Mus. Doc. 

f* d. j. d* 

No* l, Lord, remember David J \ O No. 4, Comfort ye, my people 1 <i 

— 2, Holy, Holy, Lord I GodAmighty., * 1 0 I 5, Deeper and deeper i 6 

**- 3, I know that my Redeemer Uveth I o | 6, Angela er*r bright and fair I 0 

(To be continued +) 


SERIES OF SONGS, &c. 

COMPOSED BY HENRY R . BISHOP. 

No. 1. Abaence (written by Thomas Campbell, Eaq.} 

2. Sceaesof tny Childhood (written by Mrs* Cornwall B* Wilson,) 

O lovely is the Summer Morn (written bv Miss Anna Maria Porter) (tti 

(To be continued*} 


t. d* 
2 0 

2 0 
2 0 


A’DRAMATIC FAIRY SCENE. The Words by Charles Hallett, Esq., the Music by T. Rovedeno, price 5s. 


Le YailUmt Troubadour 
Le Portrait 

Le Serment Franqaia .. 
Parlant pour la Syrie 



A SERIES OF FRENCH SONGS, 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 


San van 


&* d * 
I 0 
1 0 
l 0 
I 0 


Rosed 1 Amour 

Depu is loogtems GentiDe Annette 

Le Gentil Housard 

Cdui qni sut toucher mon coeur, , 


f To be continued. J 


* Buieldieu* ,** 
, Ditto ****** 


i. tt. 

r o 

1 Q 
1 0 
1 0 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DUETTS, &c. &c. 

newly arranged for the piano- forte or harp. 




J. 

tL 



#* 

rf. 

Ah Perdona, Duett .... * 

i ! lozari . * * . 

1 

0 

Lunpt dal earn bene. •****... M , 


. - I 

G 

Biitti baiti o hel - Tit. 

Ditto . , , * . . 


0 

N on piu undrai 

, A . . mm m + i 


0 

Che dice mid d’amore ........ 

Mayer * . * 

* i * * * a 1 

6 

Oh quanto l 1 anima 

flayer , 

1 

0 

Deli viani alia finest nt . 

Mozart « „ „ 

i 

0 

Su V aria , T „ T Duett . T t 

Mozart ......... 

, ► J 

<* 

Di piacet mi balza il cor* 

Rossini . . . 


0 

Sul Mareine * , 


* 1 

0 

■ elf han dal vino. ..... . ........ 

il/r izttrt . . . 

...... 1 

0 

T u che ficcendt 

Rossini . . . 

o 

0 

F ra tante ungosde .... * , , 

f .arafa . . . 

. q 

0 

V t'derlo sol bra mo. ... . Duett 

Faer 

-j 

(> 

Giovinelte cbe fate. Duett and Chorus 

Mozart . t , 

1 

6 

Yeihrai carimo 

Mozart ^ ****** * 

, * I 

0 

La ci daretn la man© Duett . , , . 

Mozart * . * 


0 

Yoi che sapete 

Mozart *,*.***.< 

p. 1 

n 

La dove prende, Duett 

Ditto * i , , . , 

i • i * * * * l 

0 

Zitti, Zitti* Piano, Piano, . # Trio w . 

Rossini 

P * -m 

0 


(To be confound,} 




VOCAL MUSIC. 


SONGS. 


ABSENCE 

A d ieu , at day-break * . . ■ ..i.**.**... 

A farewell i . « , .......... 

Ah l me, why should I heave the fond 

Ah l say, lovely Emma ! 

Ah f what woes are mine , , * * 

Ah I who would heed the seeming sigh ? 

Alice of Fyfe, , . . . 

A medley .^* <«••,** + *. **.«.* + ** . , 

And thou art young 

Annot Lyle * , . ♦ . ♦ * . 

A raby's daughter 

A rosy cheek , * , . * * . * * , . , * , , . . , „ . 

Auld lung syne* « * . . 

A old Robin Gray* 

Away with this j touting and , * . . . , . * . * 

A you th sat sighi ng 

Banks of -A Han Water 4 - . Horn * 1 

Be gay ! be gay ! Stevenson 

Be sure that a smart little maid ...... King , * , 

Bill of fare, t ..4 * .,♦ * ,. * Hon* . * . 

Black uud blue eyes Moore . 

B I lighted rose . 4 ,. Stevenson 


Bishop ..... 
Kialimark . , * 
Stevenson , * * 
Kelly . . - . * * ■ 
Stevenson . - * 

Ditto 

//urn .*.**.» 
West . 444 . 4 . 
Horn . M , 4 . . 

i i i ...I « » * 

Doyle 

Kitillmark . , . 

i tom ■ 1 1 « 1 1 4 

Burns ..... 
Ditto * , , . * 
T. 31. f Esq. . 
Kelly 


1 . d. 
2 0 


2 

2 

1 

1 

2 

1 

2 

2 

2 

a 

mt 

2 

I 

I 

1 

1 

I 


Bold is the maiden’s heart 


*■!•■■* 


Kelly 




■ * * # # 


l 

l 

1 

2 
2 

l 


Bosoms who conquer'd and bled „ * * , , * Ditto 2 

B ud i n beau ty , 4 ,.. 4 *... tl , 44 * t i ,* Stevenson tt . M ... 2 


Can 1 again that form cures* ? , + . ■ * * , . 3Ioore . * . ..... • . I 

Cease, oh 1 cease to tempt Ditto , , , „ 2 

Cease your funning, {31 ew Edition) , . I 

Chain and lute Walmisley 2 

Chapter on pockets . 1 

Child of glory * , * , * * . . * Kelly 1 

Come, all you forsaken. . .. , 4 . . , 4 ** . , Dr, Clarke 1 

Come, take the harp Stevenson . - , 2 

Como, tell me, says Rosa . . Ditto I 

Come tell me where the maid is found Ditto lttlll 2 

Contradiction C 'ou&e. * 


Day of love 

Damon's complaint * . , . 

Duuriv beau 

Dear aunt . . 

Dear Fanny 

Dear ladies, listen to my tale . . , 
Dearest Ellen, awake ......... 

Deep in my soul , 

Did not? . ... 

Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom , 
Does the harp of Kosu dumber ? 

Donald, (neto edition) ......... 


a 


1 . 1 ■ . ■ 1 • . 

Kelly 2 

Cooke ............ 1 

3Ioore * 2 

Stevenson + ,. 2 

Howell 1 

Emdin 2 

Duval .......... 1 

Moore i 

Smith 1 

Stevenson i 

1 




Emblem 1 p m 

Ethereal hope, nuptial song. ........ 

Every hour 1 lov'd thee more 

Exile of Erin 

Expostulation 

Fair as the morn’s light* ..... , , , 
Fair lady, why this frowning?.. lfil , 

Fair Rosa l 

Fanny, dearest L 

Fuimr was in the grove 

Fare thee well, thou first and fairest L 

Farewell, Bessy l .......... , 

Fly, fly away ....... 1 

Fly from the world, Q Bessy ! 

Fly to the desert .,,**. 4 ,*.*, 

Folly, the 

For her I die 

Friend of my soul . 

From glory *s heights descending 
From life, without freedom .... 

Gallant Troubadour * 

Georgian maid 

Give, love I give 

Golden chain. 

Good night * . * , , * , 

Go, sweet enchantress 1 , 

Green spot that blooms 


i * 


Horn * * 4 * 4 . ■ . 
Huttrcs ...... 

llleivitt 1 .... . 

Campbell .... 

Kelly 

B. Bivins* Es*j 

Cooke 4 4 4 4 .. - - * , 4 4 

.Parry , , 

Moore , . * . . 

r. 31 . , Esq 4 t **+ - * 
3loline nx . . . 

Moore - 

Parry , , ......... . 

Jllovre - * . . * , » . . . 
Kiallntark ........ 

Kelly . 4 .. 

Stevenson . 4 . 4 .... 
Moore .......... 

Kelly 

Moore 


Q 

% 

4 

Mi 

I 

I 

1 

1 

l 

*2 
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1 

1 

l 

1 

a 

■fa*' 

I 

1 

1 
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0 

6 

6 

0 

0 

u 

6 

0 

0 
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0 

o 

0 

ti 

t) 

0 

6 

6 

0 

0 
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0 

0 

(j 

0 

o 

0 

0 

6 

6 

o 

6 

0 

6 

o 

0 

0 

(J 

0 

6 

0 

G 

6 

6 

6 

Q 

0 

0 

0 

0 

6 

6 

6 

iS 
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0 

0 

(j 

6 

G 

0 

0 

6 

6 


1 6 
2 0 


Stevenson ........ 2 0 

j Bishop .......... 2 Ci 

Beethoven ........ 2 0 

Leonard. 4 *...,.,. 2 0 

Moore 4 . 44 . 4 ...* 2 0 
Stevenson * » . . * . * . 2 0 

4 * 44 , 44 , 44 ., 1 0 


Grotto .... I*. *» 4 i..., 4 * ***!,* 

Hapless Mary 1 

Hark ! the trumpet, hark ! 

Heath, this night, must be my bed. 
Hence* faithless hope l 
Henry and Sue 
Here, in this lone little wood 
Here's the bower ........ ■ 

Her heart was made to love . 

Hoax , ...... * . • * , 

Hope, thou Nurae 
Ho[ie told a ft uttering tale * 

H ou r of victory ...... * # » . * 

How happy once 

Hush'd be that sigh *. . , * , ♦ 

Hush l dearest, hush ! ... 




Parry * * * 

Dr * Clarke , , _ , . 

Cooke . * 

Kemp ...... .I... 

Stevenson 

Horn , . * . . » * - - . , 

Stevenson , * 
Moore 

Horn p . * 4 * 

Ditto ., 4 , 


* * * * * 


* ♦ . « 


pdis*w/oV.V'! ! , ! . 

Stevenson 

J\loore * ... P.. 4 * 

S/cre«Jon 

Horn - 


I always turn to thee . . . , > Kelly . ♦ . . * 

I can no longer stifle* . * * . . * * ,,,,*■ * * 7** M** Esq, 
Je auia uii pa uvre Savoyard 4 * . * iFare . . . . 

l f 1 swear by that eye Stevenson . * 

If maidens would marry » Horn 

If tlien to love thee be offence. . . Stevenson , 

If winter frowns Horn . , . . , . 

1 have woven a garland for thee . . _ , , . Holden . 

I'll love thee ever dearly Cooke , .... 

I'm deep in love ,... 4 ... ... 444 .*. Parry . * . 

I'm wearing uwa Bums 

I'm wearing away Stevenson , 

In days of old . * * Horn ^ 

Indian maid ...... Ae/Zy.*.*, 

I never told in v love .p* * * * » * Ditto 

1 never will deceive thee , , / J rtrri/ , , 

In moments to delight IF a tmisfey , 

In the days of my youth King . . . . . 

In vain may that bosom . * . . . ... - . , . , Kelly . . , . . 

I jivitatiou, the *,* 4.4 fM Turnbull • 

In vonder bower ff , > M *.» »•« **.,** Arnold ... 

I sigh for the days that are gone helly . * 

It is not that a woman 1 a eves Cooke * . . * * 


d * 
6 
0 
0 
6 
Q 
6 
0 
0 
6 
6 
0 
a 

a 

0 
6 
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* * 




Kilty of Coleraine * * , . . . . - , * . 

Lament, the 

Laud of Shlllelah * * . . , > * * , , * , ♦ 

Land o' the Leal fDlew EditiotiJ 
Light as the shadows of evening * , 

Light sounds the harp 
Lilia, come down to me , * . , . . . ^ 

Little Mary's eye * . * 

London, now is out of town ..,. 444 . 4 . 
Look that says 1 love thee 

Lord of the castle 

Lottery, the . 4 .,,,..,- 

Love 

Love and Fo\ ly * 

Love and Time * 

Lote Bird ft 

Love, honour, and obey ! 

Love in a storm . . . . . . , . * 

Love, like an April day * 

Lover's Smiles 

Love's light summer cloud * 

Love thee, dearest, love thee 

Love will find out the way , * . . . . * « • 
Loud the trump of war was blowing . , 
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-V 
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1 
1 
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I 
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1 
1 
1 
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1 
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1 
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1 

2 
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i 

Stevenson t 

Moore 2 

Cooke. 2 

T, Jl/., Esq. .....I 1 
If ore • r . * #**■#*#* 1 
Cooke. ,.., 4 ...I.. 1 
King l 

Aloore . * . ^ . * * . . * 2 
Horn .,*>>.•»**** 1 
Smith, . « 1 

Kelly 2 

Smith . I 

COOke* . 4.4444.44 l 

Barry *4.4*44+.. J 

Horn 1 

Turnbull 4 . . , 2 
Moore ......pp* 2 

3Ioorc 2 

Little 2 

Horn 1 


Maid of Mat 1 j vale. *44 
Maid of the rock .......4, ,,4.4, 

Maid whose heart was cold to love * 
Mansion of love, , ... .,• + + .. • ... . 

March away, Helen 1 . . , , * 

Mary, I believ'd thee true 
Monody . *.i .... * 

My heart and Lute 

My heart's my own . 

My life, I love thee l 

My love hastes him home. * * . ♦ 

Mv We, when thon'rt uwav 
My dying sire . 

My mother did one rule bequeath 


Stevenson ,***.4. 

Ditto ; 

Ditto 

Emdiit ,*- 4 * 4 * 4 . 

l lift It 4 *.».B* 4 » 4 . 

Stevenson , * . , * * + 

Hawes 

Moore and Bishop* 


2 

1 

2 

2 


•t + * * * * 


Kelly . , - 
Horn . * * 
Nicholson 
Kelly 4 * . 
Horn . , . 




1 * * * 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


I, d. 


N^tnniinn^B tnncr . . _ _ ...... 


Dr, Clarke 

3 

6 

Nay, weep not ! dear Ellen* , . . . 


■SfJTlf A . * , * 

Q 

0 

Ned rtf thp iiillc ........ 


Owenson ...... 

1 

0 

......... 


Sola 

3 

0 

No joy without mv lore *•**.*. 


Cooke. 

1 

6 

Now morn is blushing ******* 


Stevenson ........ 

3 

0 

Obev 1 ... 


Horn 

1 

6 

Oh ! come, sweet lass ! 


Stevenson . . * 

'2 

0 

Oh! fair ai the seuftower .*•*«: 

■ B * • 1 

Welsh 


0 

Oh ! fate in pity , * s 


Horn ' 

i 

6 

Oh ! give me the heart that is cheerful 

Cooke 

1 

6 

Oh ! if those eves deceive me not 

* .f > f 

Stevenson ,*..**,* 

3 

0 

Oli ! Liberty* - 


Moore 

2 

0 

Oh! listen to vour lover* * 


Horn **,***.**,*, 

2 

0 

Oh list unto my tale of 

* • ■ » • 

Stevenson .*#*..». 

1 

6 

Oh ! lovely is the summer morn 

1 ■ 4 « 

Bishop , * * * * 

3 

0 

Oh t Nanny, wilt thou gang * * * 


Carter 

1 

0 

Oh ! never doubt my love . ■ , . . 

* * >■ * 1 

Cooke «... i.ti .*m 

3 

0 

Oh ! never from the maid depart. 

9 i m m 9 

King 

I 

0 

Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us , * * * 

f* j¥s, Esq, *,,*., 

I 

0 

Oh ! Patrick . t . tT . ■»**»! * r T 



$ 

0 

Oh ! remember the time 

ft m ■! ■ -f- 

Moore 

3 

0 

Oh \ see those cherries *,**♦,..* 


&ft$ i f f f- ft ft ft ft ■ i ■ ■ 

3 

0 

Oh ! sro i le not thus . , . * r t . . . . . 



J 

6 

Oh ! soon return *,*.*,.*.*,*. 


Moore 

2 

0 

Oh! turn away those mournful eyes* * 

Stevenson . * 

I 

6 

Oh ! white is the snow *, ***** . . , 

■ ■- ■ ■ m 

Kelly .* 

2 

0 

Oh 1 why should the girl of inv soul 

Muore 

2 

0 

Oh! Woman!; 


Ditto 

2 

0 

Oh ! woods of green Erin . . . * . 


Doyle 

2 

0 

Oh ! would i ne’er had seen thee 

t 

S/raeNiQN 

1 

0 

Oh ! yes— so well, so tenderly * 

ft f 4 I i 

Moore .... 

2 

0 

Ohj yes, when the bloom 


Ditto . . * 

2 

0 

One dear smile 


Moore * 

2 

0 

.Orator Puff . * * , 

4 * p p . 

Ditto 

I 

6 

Orphan boy ,*.*.,.*** 


Smith 

2 

0 

O softly sleep ! 


• . 

2 

tt 

Paddy In London , 

■ ft ft ■ 

Irish Air 

I 

0 

Paddv the piper * 


Ditto 

I 

0 

Pangs of absence ,**..* 


Philipps ........ 

1 

6 

Parting hour is come, love , t , , * 


Doyle .,»..**... 

2 

0 

Parting look she gave * . 

*■4*1 

Turnbull 

2 

0 

Pleasures of Brighton 

# * ft * ft 

* 

1 

6 

Plumed casque * 

mm* # ft 

Kelly 

1 

Q 

Poh ! Dermot, go Hung with your 

guster 

T, jU., Esq. 

1 

6 

Prey, (ioody \ ,* * * * 

!■##■* 


1 

0 

Pretty Sophy .****,***.. *.. 


Bishop 

2 

Cl 

Probability 


*J\ i/., Esq* 

l 

6 

Rabbinical origin of woman 


Moore 

I 

6 

Ray that beams for ever * . * * * , , 


Kelly 

2 

0 

Remembrances ...,****, M4 ** . 


Mrs , Me Mullan . . 

2 

0 

Return, my love 

4 ■ ft ft V 

Stevenson ........ 

2 

0 

Roderigh Vich-AIpine* *.-,,*** 


Horn 

l 

6 

Roll, drums, merrily i#tM M * 

■ ■ ■ -ft- 

Cooke ........... 

f 

0 

Rose of affection 

* t * * ■» 

Stevenson 

1 

6 

Sale of loves * * 

* ■ * ■ * 

Moore 

3 

0 

Savoyard’s return * ...... . 


Dr. Clarke 

2 

0 

Say, pretty weeping figure . 


Stevenson **.**.*, 

1 

G 

Scenes of mv childhood . >, . * * 

l> ft ft * .ft 

Bishop * * , * * * , 4 * , 

a 

«# 

0 

Scuts wba hae wi* W allace bled . 

■ ft ft # 4 


1 

0 

Sea Eoy's Dream .............. 


Smith .... 

2 

6 

Send the bowl »umid merrily + „ r 


Moore **.*.***., 

f 

t) 

Soft breezes breathing t i , 


Stevenson 

t 

6 

Soft Zephyr . .. . . 


Dr, Clarke ...... 

l 

6 

Soldier, rest ! .*.,*,,,* 

ft ft ft A t 

I\.emp . * I . < i ■ . , > > ■ 

1 

6 

Spanish patriots 

• * * * * 

Parry lill(l „ p> 

1 

0 

Spirit of joy 


Moore 

0 

o 

Spirit’s song . 4 . * 

# *■ a a ft 

Dr* Clarke 

2 

G 

Stay, one moment ttay 1 


Stevenson 

2 * 

0 

Summer. . 


Ditto 

2 

0 

Sweetest moments life allows , . * 


Kelly 

1 

G 

Sweet is love 


Doyle 

2 

0 

Sweet is the beam of morning . * * 

. « . . . 

Dallas 

2 

0 

Sweet is the dream 

■ * ■■ ■■ i 

Stevenson ........ 

l 

(i 

Sweet Wdy ! look not thus * . 

ft * ■ * * 

Ditto 

2 

0 

Sweet minstrel, sin*,- ! 

tilt* 

Ditto 

t 

6 

Sweet robin 



i 

G 

Sweet Ro.se, come away ! # 


Dih/iiti 

1 

6 

Sweet reducer . * * 


iMtjore 

1 

(] 

Tablet of" love 

■ « V » V 

Stevenson ........ 

2 

0 

Tsike buck the sigh 


jMoore 

2 

0 

Tajriy, ve moments .* 

if 


Ket/y 

1 

G 


/ 


T usle life’s glad moments tl4(1(lf „ Walmisley ,*,»***. 

That shepherd, sure, is he * *., 4 Stevenson -,*,♦..* 

There J s not a joy this world can give. . Ditto 

There ’s t he bower ,,,,,,,*.******* Ditto 

They bid me sleep . , Kemp. 

Think no more, love, of our porting, * * . Clifton *•»«****„» 
Tho’ far from thee I'm roving ,,«.**■■ Dallas * * ._.*-,* * 
Tho’ ftde, my girl * . * . * * * * , * * . * . * . * * Stevenson 

Tho 1 gaily smiles the opening spring ... Kelli/ . 

Tho 1 winter frowns + .............. . Horn ............ 


j. 

I 

l 

CH 

l 

l 

'J 

£J 


tf* 

6 

6 

o 

6 

ti 

(i 

0 

a 

a 

Li 


Thou hii&t sent me a flowery band , , * . 

Thutider-holt frigate 

Thy gentle manners. * 

Thyrsis 

Moore * 

Horn * • * - 1 « 

Aftwood .*.**,.**, 
Stevenson 

t 

] 

tj 

1 

G 

G 

0 

6 

Thyrza 

J Tis love that should rule the breast „ . 

1 Valmisley .,.,**,* 

3 

Q 

Kelly 

1 

(j 

’Ti* Love, His Love 

} 

0 

’Tia wine alone can banish care ***.*, 

Stevenson ***.,*.* 

I 

6 

To Julia, weeping 

J ^ it to . * *i * 4 * ****** 

1 

0 

Tell not the bell 

Dallas « 

2 

a 

To love thee 

Mrs, Opie * 

1 


To the brook and the willow 

Stevenson 

l " 

6 

Too soon the flowers of spring may fade Kelly 

1 

(5 

Triumph of Russia 

Ditto 

2 

6 

Trumpet of trlorv. 

Moore .**..**.** 

a 

0 l 

1 b o J • * * • * * ft 4 4- a 4 * ■ m ■ ■ ft ■ 

'T was his own voice 

Stevenson * 

u 

ft# 

0 

’ Twaa on a wild and lonely * * * 4 

Kelly 

1 

li 

T y rolete song 

AJtwtf 

2 

O 

Ulrica .... * 

Cooke. * . « ■ . 

1 

0 

Victoria 

Ditto * 

2 

' 0 

Wake* maid of Lorn , . 

SffEC7lJ0H t ...*.* . 

2 

0 

\\ liters of Erie 

What’s life unblest with Love* ...... 

Stevenson **»**,♦* 



1 

0 

W hen a man weds 

Horn * , . - * 

t 

b 

hence can von inherit . 


1 

0 

W hen Charles was deceived 

* * 

2 

0 

W lien fickle man for woman siglis. , . „ 

Kelly 

Ditto 4 ; 

l 

G 

When from thy right* love * * . * 

1 

G 

When 1 first told mv Rosa i lov'd* . . . 

Ditto . * * * * * 

2 

(1 

VV r hen l think of my own green glen 

Turnbull ,.,**.*, 

l 

G 

When 1 went for a soldier 

Horn * * . * 

1 

G 

When Leila touch'd the lute ......*. 

Moore , * * * . 

3 

0 

\\ hen Jove gels in the youthful bruin * * 

Horn * 

1 

6 

When love uud truth together phu hl*. 

Philipps 


ft 

When love was fresh from his cradle. , 

West 

I 

ft 

W hen midst the gay 

Moore *.,*..***. 

Q 

ft# 

0 

W hen night was spreading o’er me * * * * 

Stevenson ***** # * * 

2 

0 

When storms disturb old ocean’s bed* * 

King 

1 

0 

V\ hen the days of the summer ...... 

Kialtmark 

o 

0 

W hen the girl of my heart 

When the rose-bud of summer 

Dr* Clarke 

2 

e 

5'fet?fN£0» «*..'**. 

2 

0 

When time, who steals. 

Moo re ^ , 

2 

0 

When twi light dews rr-- 

p Stevenson ******** 

2 

0 

0 

When woe on the bosom of mercy * 4 * * 

Howell .*«*..«)*. 

1 

While parted from the vouth , , , * - 

Ki ng 

1 

6 

Whilst I listen to thy voice 

Stevenson ******** 

2 

0 

Whilst cm the beach I wander 

Doyle * * * 

O* 

A# 

0 

White rose of honor 

Keltul # * 

1 

6 

Who would not love ? 

Coo ke ******** * p * * 

2 

0 

Why comes he not 

Smith ******* * * * * . 

1 

G 

Wilt iu in and Jannett 

Sanderson , * ***** * 

1 

0 

Will yon come to the bower ? *.*,*,*. 

p * M. t Esq* - 4 4 ** i 

1 

0 

Wilt thou sav farewell, love ? ,.****.. 

Moore ****«*>*•- 

o 

ft# 

f> 

Winds* whisper gently „ . . * * * . 

Stevenson ******** 

a 

ft# 

0 

W Oman’s power ending never* *».***, 

Kearns ,**.***««» 

i 

0 

Woman's smile * * , „ * ..... 

/ nr r 1/ i * * * * * ■ i . * 

1 

ft 

Woman, who conquers all **..«,,*.* 

Cooke 

1 

6 

A » oodbinc cottage Tr * tT « 

Stevenson ...*.*** 

2 

0 

W'oodmtm’* cot. . . T . , , , , 

Kelly ***** 

f 

0 

W ood packer r. . . .... , , T . . . .... 

/ ) i i /o m m m * **.*»■•■ 

2 

0 

\\ T reutli vmi wove 


J 

ft 

Ye banks and braes, (u^ic edition ) m * ( * 


l 

0 

Ye light forms of fancy 

E clltf ****.>i>»4*i 

I 

6 

e 

Yes, it is, love ! ’....**.. 

capon * . . * * * 

J 

V (*« . thro' the w uh viiurld 


I 

0 

Young Jessica ..,*•*,*,,*,,,*.-.** 

Moore ********** 

2 

0 

Y oung love r ...... . 

DlttO * * * 

2 

Q 

Y nnnrr of rliwulrv . .......... 


1 

(j 

Y on t h 1 adore ***■**■■- 

C uv hi: * * * * »« *«*<’•« 

l 

ft 

\ {itith m hut uKnrt . .... ..... 

JhdftiS *mm* ****** 

2 

0 

All Uft il Li 1 1 1 1 j 1 1 1 k j ■ CtlTh^C. Ill 


i 

Q 

«r 

Zounds, my lad 

Cooke 

i 

0 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


DUETTS. 


Ah! sfly if the glance Black I 

A Ins ! poor L ubi u Stevenson ******** 1 

As with slow-moving our 2 


2 

ij 


Catherine * Lady C. Stewart , 

Chieftain **-..**+***,,* Stevenson 

Chbk^hink ***..*• Horn **.**.*. * * * * 1 

Come, friendly night ,*•,**.*.#•#,» Lioziu ...*.*.*.* 1 
Come, all ye youths ,*,*.*,, Harris ,,.***!*» 

Congenial to friends Sfffreiuow »..*,*.» 2 

Could a met n be secure (ueto edition ) if I 




Dear, in pity ...,*** 

.Dragon fly 

Dress, with me, the myrtle bower * . * * 


Stevenson ******* 

Smiik 

Stevenson ****** * 


Edmund of the hill 


Ditto . . * * * 1 


Fai thful love ****** 

Tare thee well! 

F! oivera in the east . 


Parry 

Ditto 

Kelly 


* * 


Heave one sigh ,,.*,,***,,,*,,** , * , 
Here is the lip til * *,,,,,*.*,*.*.* 

He H s gone, ah ! me ********* 

How happy pass'd mom's pleasant dream 

If fortune tfmile. .,***,*.,***,,*.*., 

In search of glory 

Invest my bead with fragrant rose 

Joys that pass Qway »,,.*.** ,,,*.*,* 

Lady, bv Cupid’s darts I swear . . . * * 

Life- boat 

Love and the sun-dial * 

Love in (June eyes edition) ,**# 
Lov£ p my Mary, dwells . * . . ******** 
Love, wand’ring thro’ tlie golden muse 


Horn * * * * 
Moore . . 
Kemp „ * . , 
Sanderson 


Kelly , * * 
Cooke ... 
Stevenson 


2 

2 

1 

2 

2 

1 

1 

2 
2 


Dr. Clarke • * * . . 
Moore ***#.*.** 

Ditto ***** 

Jarkson •**-*-*.* 
Stevenson *,**.*, 
Ditto 


3 

2 

2 

1 

2 
2 


d. 

G 

6 

o 

0 

o 

6 

6 

o 

0 

0 


1 G 

2 0 
I 6 


0 

0 

0 

0 

o 

0 

6 

G 

6 

0 


Moore * 2 □ 


e 

G 

o 

0 

0 J 

0 


Mourn not, silly mortals * , 

Nights of music *,***..,,, * » * * , * * * 
No ! never shall my soul forget* ******* 
Now bright July to pleasure calls **** 

O dmna weep ***..•#**,*,,,,**,.*, 
Our first young love * ******* 


Stevenson 
Moore • - 

AVetfctijore 

Horn *,*. 


J, 31 . Harris 
Moore * * * . 


Peace l Stevenson 


i. d; 

2 0 
2 G 
2 6 
2 0 

2 O 
2 O 

2 O 


4 4 


W ■ ■- V V 


Send home those long strayed eyes . * , * 
Should we be forced to part ********** 
Song of war **, * ******** , ,.**..»* 
Sparkling fountains **************** 
Surprise* ******** 

Tell me where is fancy bred ? 

Ditto ditto 

That I no longer wish to rove*# * * 

Think on me * * * 

Thro 1 silent woods 

Time has not thiun’d [nru? edition) 

Titbits ******* 

Together let us range the fields ** 
Turn to this heart, 

Wake thee, my dear 

Warrior k soul is all in arms ! ,,,* 

Wert-a-dtiy ! ... 

When in languor sleeps the heart 
When Jove from the hkie* * * 

When war unfurls his banner bright * 
Where is the light from Lara's tower ? 
While parted from the youth l love .*. 
Wilt thou say farewell, love ? ******* 
Wj ne to rbeer *, * * * »**•***..*.•• * 
Would you gain by art ? * * * , 


Ditto 

Cooke . * * * * 
Moore . * * 
Stevenson . 
Ditto ***** 




Uffto 

Arranged by Bishop 
Stevenson •«*.***. 

Ditto 

King ********* i * * 

Jackson ..* 

Cooke. 

Dr. Boyce. * * 

Horn . 


1 

2 

2 

0 

1 

2 
2 

1 

2 


* 4 * * * 


4 ■* 


Moore , , 
Cooke . , , , 
Horn * * * . 
Stevenson 
Horn m * * i 
King 
Stevenson 
King * * , , 
Bishop *, 
Parry * , 
Kelly , * * 


i* 


n t 


2 

1 
t 

2 

1 

2 

1 

1 


Voting rose #*,.***#,*»***,*, Moore 


6 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

0 

G 

q 


o 0 


0 

G 

(i 

G 


0 
6 
1 0 


0 

6 

G 

G 

€ 

o 

ti 

f> 


* * * * * 


,20 


GLEES. 


A broken cake .***.*...*•<*.*.•*•« Stevenson 
A i leu-a- Dal? , ****** *.. ..*****,* * Horn M . 
And will he not come again ,****,.,** Stevenson, 
Archer’s glee* * ************ .,»..*** Ditto , , * , 
Awake 1 Apollo calls Ditto... 


S. d. 

2 O 


O' * 


2 

I 

1 

I 


Banks of Allanwater ■*,..* * ****** * Unices *,***.**•• 2 

Blithe are the bowers of Mosetlai* Kelly ************ 2 

Blest were the days *.#**..•**,**#.* Stevenson .,*#,*-* 2 
Boat trio — “ Itow gently, row ,f , , * * * Ditto * ********** * 2 
Buds of Boses 2 


Canadian boat-song ******* 
Cease not yet, sweet bard ! * 
Come, buy my cherries, See, 
Come, follow me .;**«#*«. 


Moore * , 
Stevenson 
Ditto. * . . 
Ditto .... 


Day set on Norlmm’g castle steep 
Doubt thou the stars are fire*** 


* * * # 


Lord iJurgAeriA 


* * 


3 

2 

2 

5 

3 

I 


Ella 


Ditto , 


Fidry glee., ,**;** 

Fair and False 

Fill, fill the goblet **,,,.*,,**.*,*, 
Finland lo^ e-song * ********** 

Give me the harp * , 


Ditto. , * * . 

Lord Burg her ih 
Aylvter ******* 
Moore 


5 

2 


# * * • * 


Happy love 

Hark ! the bet! is ringing ***,*.*•*, 
Hark ! thro’ the long resounding halls 
H ere’a the bower ************ 

Hermits* * 

Holy be the pilgrim’s steep* 

I mark’d not eyes ♦.**,, 

Lonely isle (1(ItlMl , J(( 


Ditto. * * * 
Ditto , , ** 
King , 
Stevenson 
Ditto . . . H 
Moore . 


■ t 


2 

2 

1 

2 

3 

5 


Stevenson 
Horn * * * 


G 

6 

G 

Q 

0 

0 

6 

0 

G 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

6 


2 6 


0 

0 


! G 
2 6 


Stevenson 5 0 


0 

0 

6 

6 

O 

0 


9 0 
3 0 


* * * * 


Nor throne of state .*.«*#*.*»,, 

Now is the merry month of May* * 

Now let the warrior wove his sword, * * . 
Now the star of day is high .****.*# + * 

Ocean king ***** ****** 

Oh 2 lady Fair [**,,.* 

Oh ! stay, sweet fair, * * 

Oh ! tell me, pilgrims * * ****** 

Kiuse the song ****** 

Koderlgh Vich- Alpine 

Sigh not thus, oh l simple boy ****** 
Sir Rowland the brave ,«*,,*•#****•* 
Soldier, rest ! * * *,.,,.,.**.**-»*-* 

Song that lightens the languid way. * * * 
Spirit of Bliss •****...,**#«. ***.i# 
Sweet lady, look not thus again *,,**# 

This is love ,.*, + **.•*••.,***■**.• 
Tmg-a-tingle *.**»,*.***••*«..«** 
Tis dotie I the fetal deed «.,*•***•» 
To the brook and the willow *,,*,,*. 
To thy lover* . . * 

tender the greenwood tree 
U nder the hawthorn tree ,.*»•**.**** 
Up* quit the bower * 

Wake, Rosa, wake (scrennde) , 

We fairy folk 

When time, who steals our years 
Where shall the lover rest ? * * . . 

Why so pale ? * * * * * * - - 

Wood nymph 

W reaths of flowers 


■ * * 



j. 

d* 

...*,*** 

2 

6 

Richards ******** 

2 

0 

Kelly . , . * * * * * 

I 

6 

Stevenson 

5 

0 

Moore * „ * * , 

2 

G 

Stevenson ........ 

3 

0 

West 

2 

G 

Moore * 

3 

0 

Stevenson ........ 

3 

0 

Ditto * * * 

2 

G 

Stevenson ........ 

1 

$ 

Horn ******* 

3 

0 

Moore * . * 

1 

6 

Stevenson ........ 

2 

G 

Kemp. ,*****■• **i 

2 

G 

Moore .......... 

3 

0 

Lord Burghersh . . 

3 

0 

Stevenson ........ 

3 

0 

Moore * 

2 

6 

Horn 

2 

Q 

Lord Burghersh , * 

2 

G 

Stevenson ........ 


6 

Ditto * * 

2 

Q 

Ditto ii*iM 

o 

G 

Ditto 

1 

G 

Attwood . ......... 

2 

0 

Bartlett *,****.# 

2 

G 

Stevenson ........ 

a 

0 

Phelps * * 

o 

G 

Stevenson ........ 

2 

G 

Lord Burghersh * . 

Q 

6 

Smith .,.,.***.*#• 

O' 

G 

Stevenson * * 

i 

G 


INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


NEW PIANO-FORTE WORKS, tyc. 


GRAND SESTETTO for Piano* Forte, two Violins, Tenor, Violoncello, and Double Bass, in which is in- 
troduced the admired Air, “ ’Tis the last Rose of Summer/ 1 .4 i?t« 3 0 

— Piano-Forte part *,,*,,*,,,*,,+.,4,.,*,^, . 6 G 


£. 


rf. 


Aria and Walter, inscribed to G. 
G- Ferrari » Violio Accomp. 

Banks of Allan Water 

Batti, bsitti, o bel Masetto. Flute ac- 
com paid meat * . . * » . ■ . » , » * * + 


Cease your funning 


« Air" in C- 
« Aria" in G 


K iall mark , . , * 
L flFt’j ' t s tf »•<* 

> « I* '- 

1 •» • 8 

... , 2 

0 

0 

6 

Chipp 


6 

Little 

.... 3 

0 

Mozart *,*.,* 

*,*, -t 

6 

Haiceli 

4 ■ * < 2 

0 

Davy 

■ *** SE 
rt * * 5 

0 

0 

Laves toff , , . * 

, * * • ■« 

0 

Parry 

4 # * ■ l 

6 

Voigt 

1 

6 

Little ****** 

.... 2 

0 

Wmiji 

*.*. 2 

0 

Gladstones * * 

.*,* 2 

6 

Wotlji 

*..4 2 

**, . 0 

a 

6 


Q 

G 


Little's Exercises on Piano-forte, 


Lord Wellington 


* * * * * 


Merch Megan * . 

Morgan flAigan 
Mozart's Grand March 


2 0 


** Mmuet" from Le Nozze 


Disturbata # * ,,**4.444,4.,,,,, 2 

« Waltz”. , * 2 


2 

a 

i 


Gtadataiie’s Grand Sonata, with Orches- 
tral accompaniments *.,*»* ,,,*.,» G 

without accomps. 4 

G 1 ow d i G low Cooke . . * 2 

Go where glory waits thee »- * , * Corri * 

Guaraoha Waltz « Little , . 

Harmonious Blacksmith (new edition) Handel 
Holder’s ** Divertimento/* Op* 46* 

to Alps, L* b, Tifit 4 ii*i»**,p| 4 * **»♦., 

— “ Sonata/ 1 Op, 47 * to Miss 

Emily Tower 2 

Ho well’s Progressive Sonatina* 4 

J *ui de lu raison + , , Geiinek 2 

La Belle Henrietta , , Haider . . , , . 2 

La bel le Kosa , Dittn , . P . 2 

La ci da rem , , , , . , Geline k 2 

— — — Flute accompaniment. * Little* , 1 

Lady Mary J ante « *.,**, , , , 1 


0 

0 

6 

G 

0 

0 

10 

0 


Oh 

O I 


Pasto 


ru J 


Prussian Air 


H ode's 
Bow £Tt 


Scot* 


« * i < 


2 0 


■TJ * - . — 

— la inensa et Bravi Cosei Kura 


Little ,*****,,, 

0 

* m m 

Holder **...*, 

1 ■ « 1 

Fon Esch 

114 2 

Gc/iafAr ****** , 

4.* 2 

* , * * , 

.4* 2 

drlute an 

Little . , * * 

O 

* * — 



4* 2 



4 * I 

Coggins * * * * * * * . 

.4 2 

Cooke . 4 * 44 , 44.4 

** 3 



.* I 

.**..**, 

.* I 


6 

0 

0 

0 

6 

Q 

6 

6 

o 

6 

6 

0 

6 


S 


j: 1 


Turn again, Whittington, withuecom- 
panimentM, Flute and Violoncello. 

— — without actomiw. 

Tyrole j=e Air 

Valse Finn^oise. 


When love was a child 



J* 
* I 

j. 

« 

# Cooke 444 * 44444 *,* 

2 

n 

* i/flvuen *., 4 . 444*4 

1 

6 

. Fort JEjcA ,.,,.,44 

2 

6 

4 Liff /f . t .«« 4 4 4 .* 4 4 

1 

6 

. DtWm 

1 

6 

* Ijtinza 4 4 4 4 . « 4 * T * 

2 

0 

, Gf/tacA 4 4 , *• . *4 

2 

0 

L. Afcta/cr * 4 * 44 . 44.4 

d 

1 

ft 

, IVeippert 44 *^ 4 ..* 

i%- 

0 

0 

, Humuiell , , . . * * ** 

2 

H 

********** 

2 

0 

fft/oiir 

3 

0 

rt 

* lill/f 

4 

»# 

ft* lu //jTiar k 

f> 

0 

rt 

.*.,,, ,.,4.# 

i 

Holder .*****..*. 

3 

0 

. .*.*.*,* 

2 

6 

, GWirrcA * * . 


6 

p J )ltt 0 **,*.* *, 4 . 4 I 

O 

0 

D;//a 

i 

0 

ti 

- if f "Cl ■ * « ■ » ■ i f 4 i i t 

6 

. . . 4 4 . « 

2 

0 

.*.*•*»• 

a 

w 

(1 

I^ogier f . 

a 

■Sri 1 

0 

Voigt 

I 

rt 

i.iVi/C 4 4 4 . 4 . , * 4 . 

0 

mr 

0 

Schulz , * * . . * » . . ■ 

3 

0 

Burrowes .,,,*.,* 

2 

0 

, ihnHuicli 4 .*,,*.. 

O 

■* 

6 

Parry. ... *..»*** . 


0 

Srhuit 

2 

rt 

, J folder 

3 

0 

MM 

2 

0 

Turnbull * 

3 

6 


2 

6 

6 

G>/in^A 

t 

Pinyioood 4 . 

l 

G 

•fLu ifitHell ■ 4 4 « , 4.4 

l 

0 

Hies 

3 

0 

Kial/mark 

2 

€ 

Bwrroic^ 

2 

$ 

Parry. . . , ...... ,, 

2 

0 

Burrtnces 

2 

ti 


O Dolce Con cen to Burrowcs $ Nicholson 2 


0 

t> 

6 

6 

0 

G 

G 

G 


O Dolce Coucento 
Nightingale , 

Parry's Srx Divertimentos , * . . * 
Polonoise 
Thistle Grove 

Thrush 

Vest ns' Gavotte. Flute ufcomp. 
V htu the Kosebtid *********** 


Parry 
Parry , 


r* d. 
3 0 


3 

5 


MefAtr 3 

Cog if ins ® 

Parry* ...,.+* , , < 

Lit tie i***i* 4 >i**« 2 u 
Kiallmark *,,,,.,# 2 6 


0 
0 
0 
G 

3 U 


iKosart’s ©torture*, 

A New and corrected Edition t with Elute and Violoncello Accompaniments, 


s, d. 

Cod fan tutti 1 6 

Ditto, with uccomp. , « . t . . . . , # * 3 Q 

Idomeneo , . .1 6 

Ditto, with accotnp, , M# ' 2 6 

1 1 Direttor ******* ** 1 C 

Ditto, with uccomp. *_.,*** 2 6 

Jl Don Giovanni 

Ditto, with ucconsp. 


tt* 

II Flouto Mngico I 

Ditto, with uccomp. ,**„.** * * * t . *.**., , - 

II Seraglio i« M 1 

D itto, with aceomp. * 2 

La Cleftituza di Tito ti*. ■ > l 

Ditto, with ncconip 
Le Nozze di Figaro 
D itto, w jt li LKTomp 


« a 


Ll 


1 


d * 

6 

0 

6 

ii 

6 

ti 

ii 

(i 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC, 


t 

©tortures. 


Henry the Fourth, with accompaniments for i, d* 

Flute md Violoncello* , , Martini ,**•.» 4 0 

— — with Ft ute accorn pani merit 3 U 

" 11 Ratio di Proserpina/' with accomp, 

for Flute and Violoncello JVinter . . . * . 3 6 

41 It Tnncredi/ 1 with accompaniment! 

for Flute and Violoncello .*..****,* Rossini a + * 3 G 

*y — with Flute accomp ... * 2 6 

Lodoiika, with accompaniments for Flute 

and Violoncello Kreutter ,***..., 2 0 

with Flute Accompaniments. 1 6 

Bride of A bydos Kelli/ ............ 2 0 

All io thedark B. Livius* £sq. . * 2 q 


i* (ii 


Caliph of Bagdad w . 


2 

0 

Conquest of Taranto 


2 

0 

First Attempt 


2 

0 

Floddeu Field * * . . . 


2 

0 

Florence Macarthy 

Cooke 

2 

0 

Frederick the G reat 


2 

6 

Harlequin Whittington * , * 

Bo re .#* * ** . * ■ * • . 

2 

u 

High Notions 


S 

0 

M ed ley 


4 

0 

Plots 

King 

2 

6 

Successful Cruise 


2 

0 

Valley of Diamonds. 


2 

0 


mmm* 


9* d. 

Four Waltzes. Sets!, I, and*,, by fL Sehoengen I 6 

Four Waltzes, 44 ^he Wood-HUl/ 1 
** Clifton/ 1 ** Castle Mahon/ 1 and 

** Charlemont/ 1 by , , , . . T. /* i|f ..<•*,* * 1 6 


National Waltz and Si* other*, oa 

danced by the Misses Dennett, com- s* d . 

posed by . # # . „ , . Miss H * JIT. Dennett 2 6 

Three Waltz as, 44 The Cohen rg/* 

44 The Anglesea/' and 44 The Sarah 

Ann/ 1 composed by Augustus Meves 2 0 


JBusarfc’g ©uatoilles, kt. 


J. Power, imt ib* honour to announu to die Nobility and Geutry, 
Mcbflrs* Mumn! h CollujeE, ami Mithau, the exclusive 

lltli Set, with Flute Accomp*, dedicated to the Duchess of 

Souienget. 

1 2th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princess Eaterhazy .... 

13th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Countess St. Antonio 
14th Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Rail, Carlton 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton; composed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated to His Most 
Gracious Majesty George the Fourth 
15th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Mists Seymour 
iGth Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codrington ...... 

)7th Set, with ditto* dedicated to the Countess St. Antonio 
The subjects oF tins set from i4 La Gazzu Ladra/ 


■ * » w m 




Subscribers to the Hnlls at Almaek's and the Argyll Raoms, that he lias purchased fr<*n 
Copyright of all the Quadrilles and Waltieu composed by them this seasou. 

|. tl . 9m llm 

4 0 18th Set, with Flute Accomp dedicated to the Hon. Mrs. 

4 0 r Beaumont * . * , 4 0 

4 0 !, 10th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess of Wemyss 

■ and March . . . * * * 4 o 

20th Set, composed expressly For, and most humbly dedi- 
cated to, the Duke of Brvomhini and the Noble 
4 0 1 and Hon. Members of the Ball Committee at 

4 0 the King's Theatre for the relief of the Distress'd 

4 0 , Irish .. >.»i 

4 0 2 1st Set, with Flute Accomp* dedicated to Lady Pet re 


4 

4 


0 

0 


JfJUtsartr$ 


6th Set, with Flute Accomp* % 6 

7th Set, Ditto . . *.,**...* 4 • »• * . * « . * 2 6 


8th Set, Ditto (Nourelles Mazucaa) 2 t> 

9th Set, Ditto 2 6 


J. Power's Pocket Edition of Quadrilles, as danced at the 
Arg* le Rooms, Aliuack's, £c., Books 1 to 7 * .each .... 

J + Power's select Dances No V. containing 44 The Caro- 
line 11 — 14 Papageno"— 44 Highland Laddie *' — 44 Gavotie 
de Ve4tris* 1 “ <4 tvanhoe* and 14 Exmouth Waltz/'— .... 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


It is but fair to those, who take an interest in this Work, to state that it is now very near its 
termination, and that the Sixth Number, which shall speedily appear, will, most probably, be 
the Last of the Series, Three Volumes will then have been completed, according to the original 
plan, and the Proprietors desire me to say that a List of Subscribers will be published witli the 
concluding Number* 

It is not so much from a want of materials, and still less from any abatement of zeal or 
industry, that we have adopted the resolution of bringing our task to a close, but we feel so 
proud, for our Country's sake and our own, of the interest which this purely Irish Work has 
excited, and so anxious lest a particle of that interest should be lost by any ill-judged protraction 
of its existence, that we think it wiser to take away the cup from the lip, while its flavour is 
yet, we trust, fresh, and sweet, than to risk any longer trial of the charm, or give so much as 
not to leave some wish for more. In speaking thus I allude entirely to the Airs, which are, ot 
course, the main attraction of these Volumes; and, though we have still many popular and 
delightful Melodies to produce, 1 yet it cannot be denied that we should soon experience some 
difficulty, in equalling the richness and novelty of the earlier Numbers, for which, as we had 
the choice of all before us, we naturally selected only the most rare and beautiful. The Poetry 
too won lil be sure to sympathize with the decline of the Music ; and, however feebly my words 
have kept pace with the eaceMence of the Airs, they would follow their falling off y I fear, with 
wonderful alacrity. So that, altogether, both pride and prudence counsel us to stop, while 
the Work is yet, we believe, flourishing and attractive, and, in the imperial attitude sUtniet 
nori,” before we incur the charge cither of altering for the worse, or, what is equally unpar- 
donable, continuing too long the same* 

We beg, however, to say it is only in the event of our failing to find Airs as exquisite 
as most of those we have given, that we mean thus to anticipate the natural period of dissolution 
(like those Indians, who put their relatives to death, when they become feeble); and they, who 
w ish to retard this Euthanasia of the Irish Melodies, cannot better effect it than by contribut- 
ing to our collection, not, what are called, curious Airs, for we have abundance of them, and 
they are, in general, only curious, but any really sweet and expressive Songs of our Country, 
which either chance or research may have brought into their hands, 

THOMAS MOORE. 

Mayfield Cot tag? t Aihboume y 
Urcmfoer,, 1813 . 


* Among these is Sircn/raa JltWisA, which I have hitherto only withheld, from the diffidence I feel in 
treading upon the same ground with Mr. Campbell, whose beautiful words to this fine Air have taken too strong 
possession of all ears and hearts, for tne to think ot producing any impression after him. ft suppose, however, I 
must attempt it for the next Number, 
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OH THE SHAMROCK! 
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Air— Alley Croker. 

I. 

THROUGH Erin’s Isle, 

To sport awhile, 

As Love and Valour wander’d, 

With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander’d ; 

Where’er they pass, 

A triple grass * 

Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming, 

As softly green 
As emeralds, seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming ! 

Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock 
Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 



Says Valour, “ See, 

“ They spring for me, 

“ Those leafy gems of morning !” — 

Says Love, “ No, no, 

“ For me they grow, 

My fragrant path adorning!” — 

But Wit perceives 
The triple leaves, 

And cries “ Oh ! do not sever 
“ A type, that blends 
“ Three godlike friends, 

“ Love, Valour, Wit, for ever !” 

Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock ! 
Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 

III. 

So firmly fond 
May last the bond 
They wove that morn together. 

And ne’er may fall 
One drop of gall 
On Wit’s celestial feather ! 

May Love, as twine 
His flowers divine, 

Of thorny falsehood weed ’em ! 

May Valour ne’er 
His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 

Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock J 
Chosen leaf 
. Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 


a Saint Patrick is said to have made use of that species of the trefoil, to which in Ireland we gire 
the name of Shamrock, in explaining the doctrine of the Trinity to the pagan Irish. I do not know if 
there be any oilier reason for our adoption of this plant as a national emblem. Hope, among the ancients, 
was sometimes represented as a beautiful child , <r standing upon tip-toes, and a trefoil or three-coloured 
grass in her hand." 
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AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 


Air — Molly , my Dear . 



AT the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly 


To the lone vale we lov’d, when life shone warm in thine eye ; 



And I think that, if spirits can steal from the region of air 
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there, 


And tell me our love is remember’d even in the sky l 


II. 

Then I sing the wild song, which once ’twas rapture to hear, 

When our voices, both mingling, breath’d like one on the ear ; 
And, as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls, 

I think, oh my love ! ’tis thy voice from the kingdom of souls, •> 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear ! 


a " There Are cour^lrie^ J ,, says Montaigiib, u where they bcliere the souls of the happy lire in all 
manner of liberty, in delightful fields ; and that it is those sonU repeating the words we utter, which we 
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ONE BUMPER AT PARTING ! 


Air — Moll Roe hi the Morning. 

1 . 

ONE bumper at parting ! — tho* many 
Have circled the board since we met, 
The fullest, the saddest of any 
Remains to be crown’d by us yet. 

The sweetness that pleasure has in it. 

Is always so slow to come forth, 

That seldom, alas, till the minute 
It dies, do wc know half its worth ! 

But, oh ! may our life’s happy measure 
Be all of such moments made up ; 
They're born on the bosom of Pleasure, 
They die midst the tears of the cup. 

II. 

As onward we journey, how pleasant 

To pause and inhabit awhile 
Those few sunny spots, like the present, 

That ’mid the dull wilderness smile ! 

But Time, like a pitiless master, 

Cries “ onward !” and spurs the gay lio 

Ah ! never does Time travel faster, 

Than when his way lies among flowers. 

But, come— may our life’s happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up ; 

They’re born on the bosom of Pleasure, 

They die midst the tears of the cup. 

III. 

How brilliant the sun look’d in sinking ! 

The waters beneath him how bright ! 

Oh ! trust me, the farewell of drinking 
Should be like the farewell of light. 

You saw how he finish’d, by darting 
His beam o’er a deep billow’s brim — 

So fill up, let’s shine at our parting, 

In full liquid glory, like him. 

And, oh ! may our life's happy measure 
Of moments like this be made up ; 
’Twas born on the bosom of Pleasure, 

It dies mid the tears of the cup ! 
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"TIS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 


Air — Grove* of Blarney. 


1 . 

’TIS the last rose of summer. 

Left blooming alone ; 

AU her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone ; 

No flower of her kindred, 

No rose-bud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes 
Or give sigh for sigh 1 

II. 

I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one . 
To pine on the stem ; 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go, sleep thou with them ; 

Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed, 

Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 

III. 

So soon may I follow, 

When friendships decay, 

And from love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away ! 

When true hearts lie wither’d, 
And fond ones are flown, 

Oh ! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone ? 
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THE YOUNG MAY MOON. 29 
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A jr — The Dandy OF 


I. 

THE young May moon is beaming, love, 

The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love, 

How sweet to rove 
Through Moma's grove,* 

While the drowsy world is dreaming, love ! 

Then awake ! — the heavens look bright, my clear ! 
’Tis never too late for delight, my dear ! 

And the best of all ways 
To lengthen our days 

Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear ! 


Now all the world is sleeping, love, 

But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love. 

And I, whose star, 

More glorious far. 

Is the eye fro n't that casement peeping, love. 
Then awake, till rise of sun, my dear ! 

The Sage’s glass we’ll shun, my dear, 

Or, in watching the flight 
Of bodies of light. 

He might happen to take thee for one, my dear ! 


a Steal silently to Morna's grove.’* 

See a translation front the Irish, in Mr. Bunting’s collection, by Jon* Blown, one of my earliest 
college-companions and friends, whose death was as singularly melancholy aad unfortunate, as his life had 
been amiable honourable, and exemplary. 



fHE MINSTREL-BOY 


Air — 77/e Mereen. 
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THE Minstrel-Boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you’ll find him ; 

His father's sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him. 

** Land of song !” said the warrior-bard, 

i 

“ Tlio’ all the world betrays thee, 

“ One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 
" One faithful harp shall praise thee !” 

II. 

The Minstrel fell ! — but the foeman’s chain 

i 

Could not bring that proud soul under ; 
The harp he lov’d ne’er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 

And said, t( No chains shall sully thee, 

“ Thou soul of love and bravery ! 

“ Thy songs were made for the pure and free 
“ They shall never sound in slavery.” 
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THE SONG OF O'RUARK , PRINCE OF BREFFNl « 3? 

00 

THE VALLEY LAY SMILING BEFORE ME. 


Air — The Pretty Girl milking her Cow. 


I. 

THE valley lay smiling before me, 

Where lately I left her behind ; 

Yet I trembled, and something hung o’er me, 

That sadden’d the joy of my mind. 

I look’d for the lamp which, she told me. 

Should shine, when her Pilgrim return’d, 

But, though darkness began to infold me, 

No lamp from the battlements burn'll ! 

II. 

I flew to her chamber — ’twas lonely 
As if the lov’d tenant lay dead — 

Ah, would it were death, and death only ! 

But no— the young false one had fled. 

And there hung the lute, that could soften 
My very worst pains into bliss, 

While the hand, that had wak’d it so often, 

Now throbb’d to my proud rival’s kiss ! 

III. 

There was a time, falsest of women ! 

When Breffni’s good sword would have sought 

That man, through a million of foe men, 

Who dar’d but to doubt thee in thought / 

While now — oh ! degenerate daughter 
Of Erin, how fall’n is thy fame ! 

And, through ages of bondage and slaughter, 

Thy country shall bleed for thy shame. 

IV. 

Already, the curse is upon her, 

And strangers her vallies profane ; 

They come to divide — to dishonour — 

And tyrants they long will remain ! 

But, onward 1 — the green banner rearing, 

Go, flesh ev’ry brand to the hilt ; 

On owr side is Virtue and Erin, 

On theirs is the Saxon and Guilt. 


11 These stanzas are founded upon an event of most melancholy importance to Ireland; if, as we are 
told by our Irish historians, it gave England the first opportunity of dividing, conquering, and enslaving us. 
The following are the circumstances, as related by O’Hallorsn. 44 The King of Leinster had long conceived 
a violent affection for Dearbhorgil, daughter tu the King of Meath, and though she had been for some time 
married to ORuark, Prince of BrefFni, yet could it not restrain his passion* They carried on a private 
correspondence, and she informed him that O 1 Roark intended soon to go on a pilgrimage, {an act of piety 
frequent in those days,) and conjured him to embrace that opportunity of conveying her from a husband ahe 
detested to a lover she adored. Mac Murchad too punctually obeyed the summons, and had the lady conveyed 
to hia capital of Ferns/' — The monarch Rodtric espoused the cause of O'Rnark, while Mac Murchad fled to 
England, and obtained the assistance of Henry IL 

“ Such/ 1 adds Giraldus Cambrensis (as I find him in an old translation,) ,f is the variable and fickle 
nature of woman, by whom ail mischiefs in the world (for the most part) do happen and come, aa may 
appear by Marcus Antoninas, and by the destruction of Troy/ 1 


38 OH ! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE OF OUR OWN. 


V 


Air — Sheela na Guira. 


I. 

OH ! had we some bright little isle of our own. 

In a blue summer ocean, far off and alone ; 

Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming bowers, 

it 

And the bee banquets on through a whole year of flowers. 
Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay. 

That the night only draws 
A thin veil o'er the day ; 

Where simply to feel that we breath, that we live, 

Is worth the best joys that life elsewhere can give 1 

II. 

There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 

We should love, as they lov’d in the first golden time ; 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air, 

Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there ! 
With affection as free 

From decline as the bowers ; 

And with Hope, like the bee, 

Living always on flowers ; 

Our life should resemble a long day of light. 

And our death come on holy and calm as the night 1 
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FAREWELL !— BUT, WHENEVER YOU WELCOME THE HOUR 45 


Air — Moll Room. 



FAREWELL ! — but, whenever you welcome the hour, 
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower. 
Then think of the friend, who once welcom’d it too. 
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you. 

His griefs may return — not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brighten’d his path- way of pain — 
But he ne'er will forget the short vision, that threw 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with you ! 


. II. 

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 
To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup, 
Where’er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, 

My soul, happy friends ! shall be with you that night ; 
Shall join in your revels, your sports and your wiles, 

And return to me, beaming all o’er with your smiles ! — 
Too blest, if it tells me that, ’mid the gay cheer, 

Some kind voice had murmur’d “ I wish he were here !” 


III. 

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy — 
Which come, in the night-time of sorrow and care, 
And bring back the features that joy us'd to wear. 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill’d ! 

Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill’ d — 
You may break, you may rum the vase, if you will ; 

But the scent of the roses will hang round it still ! 



OH ! DOUBT ME NOT. 


Air — Yellow If 'at and the Fax . 


I. 

OH 1 doubt me not — the season 
Is o’er, when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal, Reason, 

Shall watch the fire awak’d bv Love. 

Although this heart was early blown, 

And fairest hands disturb’d the tree, > 

They only shook some blossoms down, 

Its fruit has all been kept for thee. 

Then doubt me not — the season 
Is o'er, when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal, Reason, 

Shall watch the fire awak’d by Love. 

II. 

And tho’ my lute no longer 

May sing of passion’s ardent spell. 

Oh ! trust me, all the stronger 
I feel the bliss I do not tell. 

The bee thro’ many a garden roves, 

■■ 

And hums his lay of courtship o’er, 

But, when he finds the flower he loves. 

He settles there and hums no more. 

Then doubt me not — the season 
Is o’er, when Folly kept me free. 

And now the vestal, Reason, - 

Shall guard the flame awak’d by thee. 
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doubt, me not — the sea _ son Is oer, when Fol 1 
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the sea _ son Is o er, when Fol_ly made me rove,. And 
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now .the ves-tal, Rea_son, Shall watch the fire a _ wak d by Love. 



VERSE. 



And tho’ my lute no lon_ ger May sing- of passion’s ar_dent spell, Oh! 



And tho' my Kite no Ion- ger May sing of passion's ar_dent spell. Oh! 




n 






i 


i 


T 
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bee thro’ many a garden roves. And hums his lay of court -ship o’er, But 
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when he fintis the flowr he loves,He set-ties there and hums no more. Then 
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Rea _ son, Shall guard the flme a _ wak d by thee . 
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Vou remember Fallen, our hamlet s pride, How meekly she Mess d her humble lot* When the 
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strange nWLIKam, had made her his bride, And Love was the light of their low « ly cot, 



To_gether they toil'd thro ? winds and rains Till William at length* in sadness, said / f We must 



seek our fortune on o - ther plains; — Then* sighing, 


left her low _ ly shed * 
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37 I'ERSE. 


‘NoWjWelcomCjLady! ” exclaimed the youth, -** Thi* cas-tle is thine, and thi-se dark woods all”Shebi> 
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lievd him wild, tut his words were truth* For Ellen is La« dy of Ros _ na Half! 




And dear.ly the Lord of Rosna loves What William , the stran_ger , woo*d and wed; And the 




li^ht ot b1iss 3 in those lord_Iy groves, Is pure as it shone in the low ^ ly shed 
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YOU REMEMBER ELLEN* 


<7 


■ 


Air — Jf'tre / « Clerk. 


1 

YOU remember Ellen, our hamlet’s pride, 

How meekly she bless’d her humble lot. 

When the stranger, William, had made her his bride. 
And love was the light of their lowly cot. 

Together they toil'd thro’ winds and rains 
Till William at length, in sadness, said, 

“ We must seek our fortune on other plains — 

Then, sighing, she left her lowly shed. 


II. 

They roam’d a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden’s heart at ease, 

When now, at close of one stormy day, 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 

“ To-night,” said the youth, “ we’ll shelter there ; 

“ The wind blows cold, the hour is late 
So he blew the horn with a chieftain’s air, 

And the Porter bow'd as they pass’d the gale. 


III. 

“ Now, welcome, Lady !” exclaim’d the youth, — 
“ This castle is thine, and these dark woods all.” 
She believ'd him wild, but his words were truth, 
For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall ! 

And dearly the Lord of Rosna loves 
What William, the stranger, woo’d and wed ; 
And the light of bliss, in these lordly groves, 

Is pure as it shone in the lowly shed. 


* TliU Ball nd was suggested by a well-known and interesting story , told of a certain Noble Family In 
England. 


I’D MOURN THE HOPES. 


Air — The Rose-Tree. 



I’D mourn the hopes that leave me. 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 

I d weep, when friends deceive me. 

If thou wert, like them, untrue. 

But, While I’ve thee before me. 

With heart so warm and eyes so bright. 
No clouds can linger o’er me, 

That smile turns them all to light ! 

II. 

'Tis not in fate to harm me, 

While fate leaves thy love to me; 

’Tis not in joy to charm me, 

Unless joy be shar’d with thee. 

One minute’s dream about thee 
Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee, 

My own love, my only dear ! 

III. 

And, tho’ the hope be gone, love, 

That long sparkled o’er our way, 

■ Oh 1 we shall journey on, Love, 

More safely, without its ray. 

Far better lights shall win me 
Along the path I’ve yet to roam. 

The mind, that burns within me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home 

IV. 

Thus, when the lamp that lighted 
The traveller, at first goes out, 

He feels a while benighted, 

And looks round in fear and doubt. 

But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless star-light on he treads, 

And thinks no lamp so cheering 
As that light which Heaven sheds ! 



I I I I U4 J 





/- ///< 



'/f 



/ 

r//o 'Mm. ///r. 


-5!, 


va~ - - 


. X j/t /» '/ ft/ 




N — N 


- -J' 




fTs 




III mourn thehopesthat leave me. If thy smiles had lefWne too j l f d 





# — \ 




tE 


¥ 




s > i -j -n > ? ^ 


weep, when friends de.cehe me. If thou wert, like them, un _ true. 



ad lib 



But, while I’ve thee before me, With heart so warm and eye so bright. No 



cloud can lin.ger o’er me That smile turns them all to light! 
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But, while lve thee before me. With heart so warm and eyes so' bright. No 
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But, while l ve thee be_fore me, With heart 
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But 3 while l ve thee before me ,With heart 


and eyes so bright, No 





clouds can 





clouds can 



clouds can 


lin, ger oer me, That smile turns 



tin^ger oW me, That smile turns 



lin. ger oer me, That smile turns 


them all to light! 



them all to light! 



them all to light! 
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Tis not in fate to harm me. While fate leaves thv love to me; . ’Tis 
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In fate to harm me. While fate leaves thy love to niej 
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'Tis not in fate to harm me, While fate leaves thy love to me; ’Tis 
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One minutes dream a -bout thee Were worth a long 1 , an endless year Of 
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One minute’s dream a_ bout thee Were worth 



a year Of 
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One minute’s dream a -bout thee Were worth 


an endless year Of 
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a tempo 


wak _ ing bliss with- out thee, My own 


my on _ ly dear! 


wak -ing bliss with _ out thee, My own love, my • on _ ly dear 


wak _ ing bliss with- out thee. My own love, my on _ ly dear! 
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THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 


No, I. — Price I5s.— CWmawig 


Carohtn's Concerto 

The pleasant Rocks 

Plnnxty Drury 

The Beardless Boy 

Go where G lory waits thee 

Remember the Glories of liricn the Brave 

Brin ! the Tear and the Smile in thine Eyes 

Oh J breathe not his name 

tV hen he who ttdores thee 

The Harp that once thro ’ Taras Hath 

Ely not yet f 

Oft / think not my Spirits are ahvays *ts light 

Tho' the last Glimpse of Erin 

Rich and rare were the Gems she wore 

/Is a Beam o'er the Face of the Waters may glow 

The fleeting of the Wators 

No* 11,. — Price I os. — Containing 

St. Smanvs and the Lady 
How dear to me the Hour 
Take back the virgin Page 

The Legacy— { JF 7 hen in Death / shall calm recline} 
The Dirge — ( How oft has the Betishee cried J) 
ff r t? may roam thro ’ this World 
Evehcns Bower — { Oh ! weep for the Hoar) 

Let Erin remember the Days of old 
Silent* oh Moyle? be the Roar of thy Waters 
Come* send round the IVine 
Sublime unis the tVarning 

Believe me t if all those endearing young Charms 

No, III. — Price 15 j, — Containing 

Cean dnbh Delish 
The snowy -breasted Pearl 
Pla nr ty J oh n s t one 
Captain Megan 

Erin t oh J Erin — ( Like the bright Lamp) 

Drink i£> fur 

The Illustrations desire 


Oh / blame not the Bard No* VI, — Price id i. — Containing 

While gazing an the Moan's Light Como oVr the $ <a 

When Daylight vasyet sleeping under the Billow //( „ Wou , ih D s sfladed * 

Before the Battle— [By the Hope unthtnus springing) No< „ 0 , more g e/come 

4/1* r l!,e Ba,lte , , \ When first I met thee 


Oh f 3 tis sweet to think 
The Irish Peasant to his Mistress 
When thro 1 Life unblest tee rove 
It is not the Tear at this Moment 
'Tis believ'd that this Harp 


„ „ , „ r . . , . frtit tne uumpiT futr 

No. IV.-Pr.ce Deaf Hafp £ ^ CuU)l/ry 

Gore’s young Dream— (Oh f the Days are gone) N(X yj[ ( Price \ 5s. —Con 

The Prince's Dav—( Tho' dark arc ottr Sorrows) „ r , 

aw i rtn Lr if -Mj tf \ Mu gentle Ilarp ! once more f t taken 

i II cii) fm E _ i* “7 < * 


When first I met thee 
While History's Mu se 
The Time Eve lost in wooing 
Oh ! where's the Slave f 
Come , rest in this Bosom 
* Tis gone* anti for ever 
I saw from the Beach 
pill the Bumper fair 
Dear Harp of my Country 

No* VI L — Price 15 s * — Containing 


Weep on* weep on 

Lesbia hath <z beaming Eye 

I jftfuj thy Form in youthful Prime 

By that Lake whose gloomy Shore 

She is f.r from the Land 

Aay t tell me not 

Avenging ami bright 


As slow our ship her foamy Track 

In the Morning of Life , icAew its Cares are unknown 

When cold in the Earth lies the Friend thou hast lov'd 

Remember thee l yes* while there's Life in this Hear t 

Wreath the Botcl 

Whene'er I see those smiling Eyes 

If thou U be mine, the Treasures of Air 

JT *9 I jfll f 1 J JiT JIJ Ho ir ■> # f Hrtej 


m<U the Bee i, to the Floweret % 1 ™ “ V «« 

Lave, mdthe Novi" {Heremdu>elti„ holiest Boxen) f? L °f‘g JEy« a «*.«,/, *&■ 

This Lite is all chenuer'd For " e> 1,0 h F,C I ! h v p * d 

this Ujc is ait cneijiiLr rf/ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 


No, V. — Price 15 s *— Containing 

Thro ’ Erin's Isle 

At the mid Hour of Night 

One Bumper at Parting f 

’Tis the last Rose of Summer 

The young May Moon 

The Minstrel Boy 

The Valley lay smiling before me 

Oh / hat l we some bright little Isle 

Farewell I but whenever you welcome the Hour 

Oh / doubt me tro? 

You remember Ellen 


Oh for the Swords of former Time I 

No. VIII. — Price loL — Containing 

Ne'er ask the Hour 
Sail on * jfliV oh 
I The Parallel 
1 Dnnk of this Cup 
■ The Fortune-teller 
Oh ye Dead ! 

O’ Donohue's Mistress 
The Echo 
j Oft banquet not 
Thee* thee , only thee 
Shall the Harp* then* be silerd f 
]| Oft the Sight entrancing 


|| Fd mourn the Hopes that leave me ]} Oh the Sight entmme vig 

ltd bv T. StoTHAOB, U.4., §c. .Vo., and eng. lived by Mitas, Hose, $e. %c. 



o 


VOCAL MUSIC. 


POPULAR NATIONAL AIRS. 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments by HENRY R. BISHOP, and Sir JOHN STEVENSON, Mus. Doc. 

THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE. ESQ. 


ftix I, — Price 12s .— Containing 

A temple to friendship Spanish 

AH that's bright must fade* , Indian 

.Dost thou remember Portuguese 

Pure thee well ! thou lovely one L . Sicilian 

Flow on, thou shining river! * Portuguese 

Oh ! come to me when daylight sets Venetian 
Oft in the stilly night . , * ,, Scotch 
Reason, Folly, and Beauty Italian 

Should those fond hopes *..«*.*. Portuguese 

So warmly ue met . * Hungarian 

Those evening bells* .Belts of St. Petersburg 
Hark ! the vesper hymn is stealing Russ tan 


No- IK— Price 12s * — Containing 
Come, chase that starting tear away French 


Common sense and genius . , . * * , Ditto 
Ciaily sounds the castuet ...... Maltese 

Hear me hut once ******* French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting Portuguese 

Love and Hope Swiss 

Love is u hunter-hoy t . f Languedocian 

My harp has one unchanging theme Swedish 
On ! no, not e'en when first we lov'd Cashmerian 

Peace be around thee Scotch 

Then fare thee well English 

There comes a time German 


No. Ill, — P rice — Cow fain ing 

Bright be thy Dreams* ,.**..* Welsh 


The Crystal Hunters Swiss 

Go then— * t is vain Sicilian 

Oh days of Youth French 

Peace to the Slumberers* . . Catalonian 

Row gently here V eitettun 

Say what shall be our sport to-day Sicilian 
See the dawn from Heaven .... Italian 

When first that Smile * * Venettuit 

When Love was a Child Swedish 


When thou shall wander, Sicilian 

WhoMi buy my Love-knots. . . . Portuguese 


No* JY* — Price T2s *— Containing 


Farewell Theresa. , , Venetian 

Go now and dream , * , ■ .Sicilian 

Here sleeps ike Bard .Highland 

Ilow oft when watching stars. * Savoyard 
Ne'er talk tf wisdom's gloomy school Muhratta 
Nets and cages, ' (t .Swedish 


Take hence the Bowl , Neapolitan 

Though ’tis all but a dream . .French 
'Tis when the cup is smiling* .Italian 
When the first summer Bee . . German 
When through the Piazetta * *1 met tan 
Where shall we bury our shame Neapolitan 


litis U or k is published in Royal Quarto f embellished with Illustrations, designed by T. STOl HARD, H- A., and 

engraved by CHARLES HEATH, J. MIT AN, ami C. &IAR1L 

%* An Edition of Nos* I* 11. Ill* and IV*, with New Plates, U just published, in Two Volumes, and may be hud in Boards, price 

24j. p each Volume, or in u variety of Elegant Bindings ,— (To be continued ) , 


A SERIES OF SACRED SONGS, DUETS, AND TRIOS. 


The Words by Thomas Moore, Esq. ; the Music composed and selected by Sir John Stevenson and Mr * Afoore..., 


£ l 


0 


TViOti art, oh God / 

This world is all a fleeting Show 

Futi'n is thy Throne 

Who i$ the Maid ? [St, Jerome's Love} 

The Bird let hose 

Oh / Thou who dry'st the Mounter's Tears 


No. L — Containing 

Weep not for those 

The Turf shall be my fragrant Shrine 
Sound the hud Timbrel (Miriam 1 a Song) 
Go, let me weep 
Come not , oh Lord J 


| Were not the sinful Alary's Tears 
As down in the sunless Retreats 
But who shall see 

Almighty God / (Chorus of PriesU) 

Oh fair f oh purest ! {St, Auguitine to hi;* Si^itr) 


The Second Number in the Prega 


A SELECTION OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano-Forte by IL R. BISHOP, and Words by HORACE TWiSS, E&q. — Price 1,5;*, 


Count not the Hours 
A granger is come 
0 do not think my words are cold 
Tho 1 my Visions of Life 


No* I , — Containing 


My Love is but a Lassie yet 
The Shadows are stealing 


Hear Girl 

The Crystal Waters 


Oh cast not a Damp on this J/vwr of Delight 
Oh why is yon Cottage so desolate 
Fare ye well, my pretty Sophy/ 

Yet, ere I seek a distant shore 


A SELECTION OF WELSH MELODIES, 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments, by JOHN PARRY* — The Words by Mas, HEMANS. No* I and 2, t Price 


No, I * — Containing 

D ruidicul Chorus, on the landing of the Romans 1 
The Sea Song of Gavran 
The Hall of Cymldylsui is _loomy to-night 
Tile Rock of Coder Idris 
The L ament of Llywarch [ Ihsn 
GruFyddh Feast 
r { he Cambrian in America 
Sons of the fair Isle forget not the time 
luhc&in's Prophecy 

Owain Glypdwris War Song * 

Prince Mb dog's Farewell 

Caswallons Triumph 

Press on in y steed l hear the swell 

The J Ton u tain Fires 

W lute bnowdun 

The Chant of the Bards 


N o* 1 1* — Containing 

The Green Isles of Ocean 

Be happy to-day 

T Tis the step of my Morvvdd 

Strike the Harp 

Sweet Vale of the Tywi 

1 crossed in its beauty thy Dte's Druid water 

The Summer Storm is on the Mountain 

The Lament of the Last Druid 

Ellen dear 

The He iroea of Cymru 

The ESfite of Cambria 

Yc free Sons of Cambria 

Oh Cambria ! the Days of thy Glory 

The Hirlas Horn 

Oh Wallia ! around thee 

The Death of Llywelyn 


I5i* cwclip 



VOCAL MUSIC. 




A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIEf 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments by C. E* HORN, and Poems written to the Airs by Wm,KADER, Jan, Esq.^Price t5i 


Red is the Billow's Spray 
Hose of this enchanted rah 
Hark I the Song 
In the woody Wilde 

% 


No- 3. — Containing 

Fair Dream f 
Bring me the Wine 
How true the Spot 
la vain thou tallest 


Night tolling 

From ifdilt 

Oh l cothou not near 

Maid ohe wildly-wishing Eye 


LALLA ROOKH*. 

Selections from that Celebrated Poem, the Music by thejol lowing Noble ent Composers — 

d, 

Namo una’s song, Recit* h Any . P * * Dr. Clarke *. . 
Oh 1 let me only breathe J* C Clifton m 

We part for ever , Harris m , , . . , . 

Bendeemer’s Stream, Bal * * — , * * W * Hawes* * t „ . 

Paradise and the Peri, U* arul Song Ditto ** m * 

Araby’s Daughter ltll Cl* Kiallmark 

Then fly with me, Bal lari m.p..,.* Ditto 

Fly to the desert, Hal la A Ditto 

H inda's appeal to her lo* -..****. * Ditto 
*Twas his voice, Kecit* Air Sir J. Stevenson 

Now morn is blushing, & -> *-.**- 
Oh ’ fair as the sea-flovEallad . T* Welsh tt#tt 
The Peri's song, ditto, .. 


* * - * 


Five Songs and a Duet - * * , - - Lady Flint , * * 

Spirit of bliss, Trio Lord Burghersh 

Fly to the desert, Catizonett Ditto * 

Beudemeeris Stream .» * * .» P ».»•**** * Ditto «..*•>>*> 

Her hands were clasp'd, Recit. and Air T* Attwood 
The Acacia Bower ; *************** Ditto ****** 

The cold wave nay love lies under . * Ditto ****** 

The song of the lire worshipper , * * * Ditto * , - - . , 

The Arabian maid , * Bishop * * - . 

The feast of roses Ditto 

The Georgian maid * * * Ditto 

The Peri pardoned, Recit, and Aria - * Dr, Clarke 
The Spirit's song, Recit* Andante & Aria Ditto £ 


8* 

5 

3 

2 

2 

l 

! 

1 

2 
2 
2 
e 
2 


0 
0 
0 
0 
6 
6 
6 
0 
0 
0 
6 
( i 
6 


I. d. 
2 6 


1 

1 

2 
2 


a 

6 

o 

o 


2 O 

1 G 

2 0 
2 0 


J. Power begs to inform the Composers of Music, and Music-sellers, that he is the only persothorized by Messrs* Longman and 

to publish, with Music, the Songs or Verses in the above m* 


2 
2 
2 
2 

Co* 


0 

0 

0 
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HANDELS SONGS. 


Arranged mth a Piano-Forte Accompaniment by Sir John Ste^on, ftfus, Doc. 


No* l. Lord, remember David f t4 + ... * 

— 2, Holy, Holy, Lord GodAmighty* 

— 3, J know that my Redeemer liveth 


s. a- 
1 0 
I 0 
1 0 


(To be (*mtinued .) 


No* 4, Comfort ye, people *.*,*, 

— 5, Deeper and df 

— 6, Angela ever U and fair ,, , 




s , tL 
1 ii 
1 G 
I 0 


SERIES OF SONGS, &c. 

COMPOSED BY HENRY R. B1SHC 

j* d* 

No. I* Absence (written by Thomas Campbell, Esq.) 2 0 

2, Scenes of my Childhood (written by Mrs* Cornwall B. Wils* *-»**., 2 O 

3* O lovely is the Summer Morn (written by Miss Anna Maria )r) . , , . 2 0 

(7b be continued.) 


A DRAMATIC FAIRY SCENE, Tlie Words by Charles Hallett, Esq,; Music by T. Rgvedino, price 5s 


Le Vaillant Troubadour 

Le Portrait * . * 

Le Serment Fronts * , 
Part ant pouf la Syrie 


A SERIES OF FRENCH SOS, 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PlANO-FOR^R HARP. 




j* 

t 

1 

} 

1 


d* 

0 

0 

o 

o 


Rose d 1 Amour Boieldieu **** 

Depuis longtemdille Annette Ditto 

Le Genii l Flous:. * , 

Celui qui sut toitnon caiur, t * , 


/'7\i he continued* J 


s. d. 
I 0 
1 U 
I IJ 
1 u 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DlTS, &c. &c. 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FOR1R HARP. 




S i 

d* 

Ah Per dona, Duett 

Mozart , . t , 

- * ft ft ft ft 1 

0 

Batu bail! o bel ■**> 

Ditto . t . r . 

1 

u 

Clie dice mal d'amure ***** 

Mayer ... * 

1 

(i 

Duh vieni alia liuestra * , * , * 

Mozart .... 


0 

Di piaccr mi balza it cor. , * * 

Rossini 

■ ■ ^ 

0 

Fin cir ban dat vino * * * 

]\Ioztirt * . . . 

1 

Q 

Frit futile aiigoseie* 

Carafa * , * * 

o 
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Giov incite die fate. Dot it and Chorus 

Mozart * m *. 


fi 

La ei dm cm hi !uano Mttll Dudt , *** 

Mozart , . . . 

1 
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dove prendc, Duett * . . . 

Ditto 

1 ft ft ft i ft a 1 
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Lungi dal caro •••*.**. Sard ******** i b 

N on pin andrai Mot art 2 O 

Oh quanto l 1 an Mayer ********** I 0 

Su V aria . • « * . * - Duett ,,***,* Mozart ********** l 0 

But Margine , * * * t O 

T u che acceiuli* « /^o h Triwi 2 

Verlerlo sol bn* * # , Duttt ...*** Paer ************ 2 & 

Vedrai car i up A/o*ar* i o 

Voi che sapete - » t « *ri , * * A/o?^rf ,,****,,,, f ft 

Zitti, Zitti, Pisano, *, Trio . * Rossini ********** 2 0 


(To be continued*} 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


SONGS. 


t » 4 « 


4 m . * 


ABSENCE . 

A dieti, at dny-brea k 

A fare wel 1 [ ,**.**,,..? 

AI> ! me, why should I heave the food 
Ah J say, lovely Emma ! . , 

Ah f what woes are mine . . * 

Ah ! who would heed the seeming sigh ? 

Alice of Fyfe 

A medley 

And thou art young ,,,**,*.*.****,« 

Annot Lyle 

A ruby's daughter 
A rosy cheek 

Auld lung syne* . 

Auld Robin Gray , . . * . . , » 

Away with this pouting and 
A youth sat sighing 


■ * # * « 


* * 


Bishop ,m 
Kiallmark * 
Stevenson , - ... * * * 
Kelly *.*.-* 
Stevenson ,,,***** 

/ht/o ..**.*■+ — 4.4 

Jforrt * * 4 * « 4 4 4 4 4** 

I Vest ***** 

Horn 

King ***..»***».* 

Doyle 

Kia/fmurk * 

BiifJt t W W * 14 4 4 

Burns * . * . * ■ 

iftttO ,*.,*,44* 

T. AL , iiJfl. * * 
AV//y 


4 * 
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2 
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Banks of Allan Water , , * - * **.**,., . Horn * , , , 

Be gay \ be gay 1 * S/ftenson 

Be sure that a smart little mai d •••• 

Bil 1 of fare Horn , . ♦ * 

Black and blue eyes, Mwre , * 

Blighted rose , Stevenson 
Bold is the maiden’s heart . * . Kelly . . * * 

Bosoms who conquer’d and bled, .... . Ditto * „ . . 
Bud in beauty , Stevenson 


1 

% 

1 

1 

2 


1 

2 

2 


Can I again that form caress ? ,*.*** t , Aloort * , , 

Cease, oli l cease to tempt . . * Ditto 

Ceuse your funning, [New Edition] . , . .***,.*. . 

Chain and lute **,...*.*,. Walmhley . 

Chapter on pockets 

Child of glory Kelly . * , . « 

Come, ah you for hakim Dr * Clarke 

f r 

Come, take tbe harp Stevenson * 

Come, tell me, says Rosa . , * ...... . Ditto * , . . * 

Come tell me where the maid is found Ditto 

Contradiction ,.,,*****..* 444.***, Cooke . 


* « * 4- <1 4 <P 
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■a" 
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1 

2 
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a 
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Day of love ,...**. 

Damon’s complaint 

Dandy beau * 

Dear au nt . * # . 
Dear F army *, ........ 

Dear ladies, listen to my tale * * , 
Dearest Ellen, awake ......... 

Deep in my soul 
Did not ? (444444.ttiittt4.41 
Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom * 
Does the harp of Rosa dumber ? 
Donald, (wen? edition) * * . » . - - . 

Emblem 

Btherenl hoj>e, nuptial song,, , . , 
Every hour 1 lov'd thee more ... 
Exile of Erin 4 , , , , 

Expostulation *, 


Mvorc 2 

Kelly 2 

Cooke . t 

Moore 2 

Stevenson .*,«»•». 2 

IhlCell ,44.4..4.. I 

Al ntditi II 444 II 44 I ™ 


Duval . - 
Moore , 
Smith 
Stevenson 


■ ■ # p 


Horn * . . 
Hawes , h 
Blewitt 4, 
Campbell 
Kelly . * - 4 


Fair as the morn's light, 

Fair lady, why tins frowning 

F ai r Rosa 1 

F anny , dearest 1 . M * ..**.**., . 

Fanny was in the grove , 

Fare thee well, lliou first 'and fairest ! 

Farewell, Bessy ! 

Fly, fly away 

Fly from the world, O Bessy 1 * * , , 

FIs t to the desert 

Folly, the „ 

For her I die 
F riend of my son I 

From glory’s heights descending , , , , 
From life, without freedom , * , , . . . . 

Gallant Troubadour . . * 

Georgian maid 

Give, love! give 

Golden chain . , .*4**. 

Good night 

Go* sweet enchantress !.,, ltlf , iti . 
Green spot that blooms , * * * 


B. LivihSt Kstp 
Cooke r ..*.*.. 

Parry * i * 

Moore 

7 T . M f Esq. 

Motbieux * * * 

Moore 

Parry, , ..*.*. 
Moore ...... 

Kiallmark , , , * , 
Kelly . * , * , * . . . 
Stevenson .... 

Moore „.*.**, 
Kelly * * 
Moore ...... 
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V 1 * i ■ v 1 t 


/ii.vAop 2 

Beethoven * 2 

Leonard, 2 

jl/uore ....... ,4. 2 

Stevenson , *.*..* . 2 
A e//y 
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0 

G 

6 

0 


2 0 
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G 
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0 
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Grotto , * g , , . 

Hapless [Mary * 

Hark ! the trumpet, bark 1 

Heatb, this night, must be my bed, * 

Hence, faithless hope 1 

Henry and Sue . .,«******^ 

Here, in this lone little wood * ■ * 

Here’s the bower 

Her heart was made to love ,**.,.* , .. 
Hoax 

Hope, thou Nurse m 

Ho|ie told a flattering tale 

FIou r of victory ......... 

How tmppy once 

Hush’d be tliat sigh * 

I lush ! dearest, hush ! ...... 4 * . 


Parry **....*. 
Dr. Clarke . , . . 
1 00 he . 
Kemp ...,,,..4. 

Stevenson * 

Horn * * * * . . . . . ■ 

Stevenson 

Moore 

Horn 

DittO ... 44 , 


i * 




Paisieth, 
Stevenson 
Moore . 
Stevenson 
Horn * . * 




i always turn to thee > . « ■ 

I can no longer stifle. * , , * . 

Je suis un pauvre Savoyard 
If J swear by that eye 
If maidens would marry ...... 

If then to love thee be offence, . 
If w inter frowns. 1 < 

I have woven a garland for thee 
I’ll love thee ever dearly 44.,.. 
I’m deep in love • 
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I 'in wearing nwa 
I’m wearing away *...4*4*4.. *....*4 
111 days of okl * , » v . . . * * • - . * * ■ , * * ■ 

1 ndiun maid 

1 never told ray love . * , . , , + . . . * > * - * * 
1 never will deceive thee ....,.**** 
In 1110 menu Ln deilglit .,..** .*,t .*»4 
J n the days of my youth 

Id vain may that bosom 1 ,,,.. 4 ...*i 

Invitation, the * < * * - • 

Iti yonder bower 

Fsigh for the days that are gone * , 4 , . * * 
It is not that a woman’s eyes 


A elly 4 * # » * * 
T. M*t Esq, 
Ware ...**• 
Stevenson * . 

Horn * 4 ( 4.4 

Stevenson * . 
Horn ,*,*., 
Holden -44, 
Cooke * . * . - « 
Parry , . * * 
Burns 4,*. 
Stevenson * - 
Horn , .4 
Kelly (*...* 

Ditto * 

Parry * * * , 
JVuimis/ey . * 

King .. 

Kelly 

Tv ru bu ll . * 
Arnold 

Kelly 

Cooke * , * * * - 
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f. ■ * * 


Kilty of Coleraine * 4 * - * 

Lament, the ** ,..*..,»**.*.*- 1 *** - ..**444*.. 
I amd of Shilldah * . • . - * * * * * 

Land o’ the Leul { New Edition J ... * 

Light as the shadows of evening ..*.*« Stevenson - 

Light sounds the harp Moore * , * 

Lida, come down to me •.•••••-*..4 Cooke * * * * , 

Little Mary’s eye * * * Esq 

London, now is out oT town, * . . * * * . - * Ware . r * - - 

Look that says I love thee Cooke . . . 4 « 

Lord of the castle *. •*•*. *** King . .... 
Lottery, the .,***..*♦*. AJ oore . . * 

Love Horn 

JjOve and Folly . * , • , ^urifA . . » ^ . 

Love and Time * 4 ... * * * * .... * Kelly . . - 

1 ^OA'e Bird 4 , < . * > 4 > . « >< * 1 * » * 4 Smith , . , 

Love, honour, and obey 1 . • Cooke * - 
Love ill a storm **,. .. .««,* Earr^ , 
Love, like an A pril day Horn * . - 

Lover's Smiles .....,* . . , * . . . • * * » , . 7 urnbull 

Love’s light summer cloud . . * Moore 

Love thee, ilea rest, love thee .*,**44. Moore 
Love will And out the way . - . Little , . 

Loud the trump of war was blowing * . Horn , * . 


■ * * 


i #■ - 


] 


Maid of Marlivale 

Maid of tin; rock 

Maul whose heart was cold to love 
Mansion of love* . » 4 .* k.*..m 
M arch away, Helen ! • 
Marv* 1 believ'd thee true .44*,, 

Jlouody 

My heart and lute 

JYI v heart’s my own 4 

M v life, [ love thee 1 . . 

Mv love hastes him home* ... , . * * 
My love, when them’s t away ,4.4 
M v dy 1 rig sire * ... «... 4 

My mother did one rule bequeath 


Stevenson . . . * , . * . 

i) it to . . 4 4 4 * ■** .*<■ 
DiUO 4.4 4 *. 4 -- 4 *> 

Emdin * 4 . 44 . 44 *, 
Horn • . . * * . * . - . 

Stevenson ,,*..+ ** 
Hawes ... 444 . 4,1 
Moore and Bishop t . 


Kelly 

Horn 


4 4 - * 


N ichulton - * 

Kelly 4 . 4 ,, ,4444.4 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


#*»#•■ ft 


■ * * 


4 ■ * 


p « n « t I 


Name una's son g . . * * * D r - Clarke 

Nay, weep not ! dear Ellen Smith* * * * 

N«d of the hills Owenson 

Nightingale, the Sofa 

No joy without my love Cooke 

Now morn is blushing Stevenson . 

Obey » .... * H °™ * 

Oh i come, sweet lass ! ,«»...*.<.*.** Stevenson * 

Oh ! fair a# the seafiower Welsh * 

Oh ! fate m pity *. , — Horn * - , * 

Oh l give me the heart that is cheerful Cooke, * * * • 

Oh ! if those eyes deceive me not _ * „ * ^Sreuejijoi? 

Oil ! Liberty Moore * * * - i 

Oh ! listen to your lover, . — . Horn 

Oh list unto my tale of Stevenson * . , 

Oh ! lovely is the summer morn ...» Bishop ** * , . 

Oh ! Nanny, wilt thou gang Carter * . . * . 

Oh ! never doubt my love Cooke * * 

Oh ! never from the maid depart, . . * , , King 
Oh! nothing in life can sadden us ,,,, 7\ M* r Esq* * 

Oh! Patrick , . Bishop . 

Oh 1 remember the time Moore * 

Oh ! see those cherries Ditto * . . 

Oh ! smile not thus . , „ 1 * * Smith , . , 

Oh! 40011 return ... Moore , 

Oh! turn away those mournful eyes* , Stevenson 

Oh ! white is the snow ........ Kelly , . . 

Oh ! w hy should the girl of my soul Moore 
Ob \ Woman •,,,*«***> Ditto ********** 

Oh ! w finds of green Erin . . . „ * Doyle 

Oh ! would I ne'er had seen thee ! . • . , Stevenson ****** 

Oh ! yes — so well , so tenderly ...... Moore < • .♦*,#» 

Oh 3 yes* when tile bloom Ditto ***** 

O lie dear smile .*.«t . Moore ******** 

Orator Puff . P , , , • , . Ditto 

Orphan boy . . . . Smith , * 

O softly sleep ! »,**. *. »***•***•*.•• Ditto ********** 

Paddy in London Irish Air ' 

Paddy the piper Ditto 

Pnpg(i of absence ........ * • Philipps 

Parting hour is come, love , . , , . , .... Doyle ........ 

Parting look she gave ............ Turnbull ...... 

Pleasures of Brighton .............. Horn .......... 

Plumed casque * * . . Kelly 

Poh ! Dermot,goMang with yotirgoeter T* M* r Esq. .... 

Pray, Goody ! ............... 

Pretty Sophy *********** ******** Bishop 
Probability ,.. *«**.*. «***« ■■»4* < ** 7 W * il/i j Esq* » , . , 

Rabbinical origin of woman Moore ........ 

Hay that beams for ever Kelly .......... 

Remembrances Mrs* Me Mullan 

Return, my love Stevenson * * ** * * 

Roderigh Vich- Alpine * ............. Horn 

Roll, drums, merrily Cooke . 

Rose of aliection Stevenson ...... 

Sale of I oves Moore ........ 

Savoyard's return Dr* Clarke 

Say, pretty weeping figure . , . . , Stevenson * 

Scenes of my childhood Bishop . . , 

Scuts wlrn hue wi 1 Wallace bled ...... ...... 

Sea B oy 's Dream Smith .... . 

Send the bowl round merrily Moore . * . 

Soft breezes breathing , .... ....... , , Stevens on . 

Soft Zephyr , Dr, Clarke 

Soldier, rest ! Kemp * .... 

Spanish patriots Parry 

Spirit of joy Moore , . . 

Spirits song Dr * Clarke 

Stay, one moment stay 1 ............ Stevenson * 

Summer. Ditto . . # . 

Sweetest moments life allows ........ Kelly ..... 

Sweet is love Doyle* 

Sweet is the beam of morning ........ Dallas * . , 

Sweet is the dream Stevenson . 

Sweet lady l luuh not thus Ditto . . , . , 

Sweet minstrel, ting ! Ditto ..... 

Sweet robin .......... 

Sweet Rose, come away l *********** . Dihdin . . 

S weet soil ucer Moore * . ■ 
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i * ■ 
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Tablet of love . M .......... . Stevenson . . 

Take bat. 3; the sigh Moore * * . « 

Tarry, ye moments ». Kelly 
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Tasle life T s glad mOiUJtfl fValmisley ******** 1 

That shepherd, sure, he Stevenson ........ 1 

There J s not a joy thiworld caii give. , Z>i/fo ............ 2 

There 's t be bower Ditto i 


Thiuk no more, love/ our parting. 
I ho’ fur from thee P roving . 


***'«« 


Tlio 1 gaily smites tl^peniiig spri 
Tho 1 winter frowns ........... 

Thou hast sent me lowery band 


Thv 


iTH IS 


1f riii love that shoe rule the breast 


Toll not the bcdl 








YiLtoria 


When Cluirless deceived 


* ♦ * » 


When 1 first t my Koaa 1 lovM. 


When Leila t:h'd the lute ........ J\Ioore ********** 2 

When love gen the youthful bruin . . /lam , . ......... 1 

When hive anruth together play'd ♦. Philipps ........ 1 

When love w fresh from his cradle. . West ............ 1 

\\ r hen midjittguy Moore ********** 2 

When night ^spreading o T er mr * * * * Stevenson ******** 2 

When fttormsiturb old ocean's bed . , King l 

When the da>f the summer Kiaumark **.**,,* 2 

When the giif my heart Dr. Clarke ****** 2 

When the rosud of summer ...... Stevenson ******** 2 

When time, ) steals, Moore ********** 2 

W hen twi 3 iglewg Steven joh ........ 2 

When woe oie bosom of mercy .... Howell ********** 1 

While partertm the youth ,» King ************ I 

Whilst 1 liatiO thy voice Stevenson ******** 2 

Whilst on th^ach I wander , Doyle*.********** 2 

White rose onor , , , , , ( KtUy/. 1 

VV’lio would lovo ? Cooke 2 

Why comes iot m * ********* ***** Smith I 

William amimett Sanderson 1 

Will you co to the bower ? T* M. t Esq* ****** 1 

ill thou sarewell, love ? Moore 2 

Winds, « hit gently Stevenson S 

W rmtaidH pf ending never, ...... * Kearns J 

Woman's si Parry I 

W Oman, w lonque rs all Cooke* .. 1 

Woodbine age Stevenson 2 

W nnd muii't Kelly ************ i 

w on d]> ec kt .... Ditto 2 

W refit h youve Moore .......... 1 

Y c banks a>me&, (wfiir edition J , . , . Btirns ********** I 

Y e light fo of fancy * * * . . * , Kelly * . , 1 

Yes, it is, 11 Clifton 1 

Yes, thro' tvide world Mrs, I 

You ng J es. L , Moore 2 


* p # # • * 


Young Lov.». Ditto 

Y oung aorvhivuliy .............. King 

You i h l a J ............ . ...... . Cooke .*, * 

Youth is bftort, , .. t ,*«*,..»«* . Dallas ** 
You wfttcihe sun’s ray Welsh Air 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


DUETTS. 


An l say if die glance * • 
A las ! poor Lubiu 
A» with slow-moving uur . . 


m r 4 £ ■ ■ i m 




Black %i 

Stevena 
A ifl? * ♦ » * ■ 
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2 


Catherine <Sh ' warl * * * 

Chieftain SUnenSi 


k i i * ■ 


- * ■ * i 


Chiak-a-chink .***»* — _ , . 

Come, friendly night ( * - * - * * - * 

Come, all ye youths t *•**" * * *?? rris 

Cou genial to friends 
Could a man be secure (mcio edit ion) 


, Horn *„....,*** 1 
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SffdWi.. - 

.... 1 


Stevenson 
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me, tlie royrlle bower 
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. * * * Stevenson 
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, , 1 v Ditto * < ■ * * . * 
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,^H1 * . 

.... Ditto 
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, , , * Ke Hu ■*#,.*.* 
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ip ** 
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,. l( Horn, 

** 1 
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- • * . 4 * * ■ 4 

hp 

***** Moore 
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Sanderson 1 6 


How happy pass'd morn's pleasant dream 

If fortune smile Kelly - l G 

In search of glory *** taoke * , , * ( , . * * * 2 (1 

Invest my head with fragrant rob-e * • * * Stevenson ** . . * * - 0 

Joys that pass away * * * * * * * < ■**•*-** Moore 


2 0 


Dr. Clarke, 


• i « ■ — 


# * * 


o 

o 


Lady, by Cupid's darts T swear , 

Life-boat . * ■ « Moore 

Love and the sun-dial ******* * Adv |, t4l 2 

Love in thine eyes {netv edition) ---# Jackson . . 

Love, my Mary, dwells - * » * * * . Stevenson 

Love, wand’ring thro’ the golden maze Ditto.,,, 


1 

Q 

-*F 

o 


f) 

G 

0 

0 

0 

0 


Mourn not, silly mortal* 

3S ights of music 

No ! never shall my son! forget 

Now bright July to pleasure culls ***. 

O dinua weep **** *«.*. 

Our first young lore ,,****, 

Peace \ >«»»•*.*. ***** * * 

Send home those long strayed eyes , * . * 
Should we be forced to part ,*******»* 

Song of war \ ****** * * 

Sparkling fountains 

Surprise , 

Tell me where is fancy bred ?.**,**** 
Ditto ditto »..»«***• 

That I no longer wish to rove*. 

Think on me* 

Thro* silent wuods** ,,,..**. .-***• - * 
Time has not thi lin’d (wen? edition) * * 

Tit bits ** • * ** 

Together let us range the fields 

T urn to th is heart * 

Wake thee, my dear * * * , » . > •*.«•* ■ 

Warriors soul is all in arms 1 

Weli-u-day ! • 

When in languor sleeps the heart * . . . 

When Jove from the skies 

When war unfurls his banner bright . * 
Where is the light from Lara’s tower ? 
While parted from thcyoutli I love * * . . 
Wilt thou say farewell, love ? »#•*«**- 
Wine to cheer ,,****. * 

W uuld you gain by art ? 

Young rose 


ji d. 

Stevenson •**.**»* 2 u 

Moore , + 2 G 

Stevenson 2 G 

Horn . . * * . , 2 u 

J.M. Harris, fi O 

Moore * l O 

Stevenson 2 0 

Ditto **.* I *> 

Cooke , *».*»».**«» 2 0 

Moore 3 0 

Stevenson .. 2 0 

Jj) it to »«**t*i*i»*4 I G 

IliUo. 2 « 
Arranged by Bishop 2 0 

Stevenson ,i,**.>* 1 b 

Ditto 0 

King * ,* * - - G 

Jackson . *, I G 

Cooke »*«. •*•»**** 1 G 

Dr. Boyce m , - ** * - - 1 G 
Horn l G 

Moore 2 0 

Cooke,,,, 2 G 

Horn - » O 

Stevenson * * * 2 0 

Horn 1 G 

King 1 G 

Stevenson ^ ft 

Aiwif I G 

Hisfiop *♦*■•** 2 ^i 

Pnrry , t . , . * ^ . 1 6 

Kelly I b 

Moore .......... 2 O 


GLEES. 


A broken cake Steven son 

A Hen- a- Dale Hum 

And will be not come again .*..****», Stmtum 
A rcher's glee. t1 , i. *•,>>«*, > ■*> Ditto . . , 

Awake 1 Apollo calls *.***,+***»« Ditto < . * , 


Bunks of Allanwater ,<*•<»* ******* Hawes (M 
Blithe are the bowera of Mosellai 4 . » , * , Kelly ...... 

Blest were the days Stevenson , . 

Boat trio— ^ Row gently, row T * . * + **., Ditto 

Buds of Roses **•. **•*««*»**. Ditto 


* * * 


s. d * 
2 0 
G 

6 
G 

G 

G 
0 
G 
Q 

G 


2 

1 

1 

1 

o 

IV 

2 

2 

2 


Canadian boat-song ****** , . 
Cease not yet, sweet bard 1 * . 
Come, buy my cherries, &c* 
Come, follow me ,,*».«*** 


Moore 
Stevenson 
Ditto, , , 
Ditto.,, 


» • * 


3 0 

2 0 
L 2 0 
5 0 


Day set on Norham'a castle ste“p 
Doubt thou the stars are fire.,* 


Lord Barg he i 
Stevenson **.!.** 


3 

1 


Ella 


Ditto 


Fai ry glee ■»..***•**.*.*.*,**,*,.,, 

Fair and False 

FBI , ti 1 1 the goblet *•**.,*,**,,*,,, 
Finland love- song 

Give me the harp 

Happy love , . . . , . , , . , , 

I lark ■ the bell is ringings 

Hark ! thro’ the long resounding halls 
H ere’a the bovver lt ,. tt 
Herm its ******.*,**»,. t ^ b # ( 

Holy be the pilgrim's sleep,, , ” 

1 mark'd not eyes* * 

Lonel y isl^ , , 


tt tO ¥ r a a , a t || ■ * v 

Lord Burgh ei 
Aylmer 
Moore 


» ^ * * * w * * 


! I ■ 


Stevenson , 


Ditto, 

Ditto . . .... . J . . , 

K iiiif «*.***, I * * * 

Stevenson *..<**.* 

Ditto * 

Moore 


Jb * • , 


Stevenson m 
Horn , , * * * 


0 

G 


2 6 

5 O 
2 0 

1 G 

2 G 

5 0 

2 0 
2 0 


1 

2 
3 
5 

2 

3 


G 

G 

0 

0 

0 

0 


Merrily O 1 , 
Mountain cot, 


Nor throne oi state **»»*»**•<«•«*> 
Now is the merry month of May * * * • < 
Now let the warrior wave his swotd. * 
Now the star of day is high 4 ,***.• . 


Ocean king ..*. *•» 

Oh ! la<ly fair l 

Oli ! stay, sweet fair, , 
Oh 1 tell me, pilgrims 


Raise the song 

Rudengli Yich- Alpine ,**«,*•*». 

Sigh not thus, oh 1 simple boy , * 

Sir Rowland the brave * * 

Soldier, rest \ , 

Song that lightens the languid way 
Spirit oi Bliss ****** .*••**«*»• 
Sweet lady, look not thus again *. 

This is love 

Ting-a-tiiigle **,****t'-**-**^ 
Tis done ! the fetal deed ,.**,* 
To the brook and the willow 
To thy lover. *, *•* 

Under the greenwood tree * * 

U rider the hawthorn tree * * * . 

Up, quit the bower ,.-,***. 

Wake, Rosa, wuke (,?creftrt<fc) 

We fai ry fol k 

When time, who steals our years 
Where shall the lover rest r * * » ■ 
Why so pole ? 

Wood nymph *,****«.*» 
Wreaths of flowers m11 m 


* * 


* *+r f 




■ »♦*** 


S ■ f/* 

Stevenson *.,.*«•* 2 G 
Kichards *,*■..** 2 l> 

Kelly 1 G 

Stevenson 5 1* 

Moore ,*.,*.•#*• 3 G 
Stevenson ******** ^ w 

West 3 G 

Moore **»*,«**,. 3 t) 
Stevenson ,...**,* 3 0 

Ditto 2 G 

Stevenson .**-..*. 1 G 
Horn .*,*.,****.* 3 G 

A/aore ********** 1 G 

. 2 G 

************ 2 G 

ii/oore . * * * 3 ^ 

Lord 7i w rghersh - . 3 O 
iSVcuetJ^oit ..,***** 3 ^ 

3/(f>ore . * * * * 2 G 

Hor» 2 O 

f^ord J5ur^^rsft * - ’ f! 

SfeifflMOw - G 

Dtdo « 0 

Ditto.,,, 2 f> 

Ditfo ..,,***,,.** J 

******** ■ 2 o 

.,*,**** - G 

Stevenson .***»* ^ * 2 

P/ic/^ 9 G 

* . * * * * * * 2 o 

Lord IJ« rgAerjA *.2 li 

W/( l - G 

1 1 . * m * - 2 G 


V 


INSTRUMENTAL MUSE. 


NEW PIANO-FORTE VORKS, 6fc. 

\ 

GRAND SESTETTO Tor Piano- Forte, two Violins, Tenor, Violence!-, and Double Bass, in which is in- 
troduced the admired Air, I( f Tis the last Rose of Summer.” ,.***.. . Ries * . 8 6 

— * Piano-Forte part , , , J , , , * *4****.# * *,* *; , L# ** ****.*.* •*«•«««*« >■ ■ *« 6 G 


A LLEGRETTO et Voice Kiaihnark , 

A Temple to F riendsbip ,,****.»*.,, Euvestaff 
Ana and Walter, inscribed to G. 

bi Ferrari# \ ioIhi Accompi * . . * * « i » p ■ 

Banks of Allan Water Chtpp , , , 

Batti, batti, o bd Musette. Flute ac- 
com paumicut ttll tl *..i.**i »t>. Little , . , , , 
Bird-catcher ,**,*, Mozart , . „ 

Blai ze et Babel, . * . * * * , * ♦ * , Howell , , , 

Cease jour funning . Davy # , . # 

Cogan’s ** Sonata/’ Violin Aceomp, ......... 

Come chase that starting tear #,*,*.., Eauesittff 

Conway Ferry Parry . * 

Devonshi re Wal tz Voigt « , * * 

Di piacer mi bulza* Flute Accomp, , , . Little * . * 

Eveleen’s Bower * * * * * * • * Woeljl , . , 

Fantasia /. Gladstone* 

Fly not yet . . # . ; . , fVoelft # * * 

Geliriek’a Air from « Alceste,” .* # , # * 

u Air” in C * 

* c Aria” in C *.,*** * . . * • * . * * . 


— i ** Minuet 11 from Le Nozze 

Disturbate 

“ Waltz” 

Gladstone's Grand Sonata, w ith Qrche&- 
tral accoei pa laments. * * # - , * * * , * * * * 
— — -* — — without aceomps. 


Glow di G low Cooke 

Go where glory waits thee Corn' 

Guamcha Waltz Little, 


Harmonious Blacksmith (new edition) Handel 
Holder's ** Divertimento,” Op. 4b* 

to L. If# 4 14 4 • «*l4 *1144.41 

u Sonata,” Op. 47. to Miss 

Emily Tower 

Howell's Progressive Sonatinas . 


•Tat de la raison lt(( Gelinek 

U Belle Henrietta ,i.#, * * * Holder « Mli .* (tl 

La belle Rosa Ditto , * , , 4 

La ci darem Getinek * * , , 

— - — Flute accompaniment, , Little* * * < , . * 

Lady Mary Jansen , , 4 

La Gavotte de Vest ris. Flute accomp, Little. 

La Petit Senate# Op. 45. t .##, Holder 

L'Hyinenee .,. 4 # * * Few Esch *,#..**# 

Lieber Augustine Getinek , , , # 

L’Oiaeffiu de Venus,# , KMlmark 


s. 

d. 



tU 

2 

0 

Little's Excises on Pianoforte* . , , * 


4 4 * * * l 

G 

2 

0 

Lord Har^icke'a March 

* Cooke ,i,,* 4 . 

Q 

O 



Lord Wetagton . * 

4 Jansen . .... 

4*4 4.4 l 

G 

2 

G 

Marche B to rale ct Air llusse 

, Von Esch , . , 

O 

• 4414 

G 

2 

0 

Minuet to Flute uccomp# 

# Little 

4 * * ■ 1 ^ 

G 


<d 

Merch Al^an . 

. Dibdin 


G 

3 

0 

Moreau ui/un 

* Lanza 


0 

L 

6 

Mozart’s rand March 

* Getinek , , . . , 

2 

0 

2 

0 

VJilitary Waltz. Fluteaccom. Mctzler 

14*.* 1 

6 

jj 

0 

* Sonata. Op. 19 , Harp and 



5 

0 

Flute -oompaniment 4 . 

, Weippcrl # , , 

111,4 

0 

<2 

G 

My love like the red, red rose, &c, , 

# Hummed * . , 

2 

O' 

\ 

6 

i Nd cor ii non mi aeuto 

. G eh nek 

0 

0 

l 

G 

Oh] Lor Fair 

* Latour *1**4 


0 

2 

0 

O Pester del 1 'onda 

* Little 

2 

G 

2 

0 

0 softldcep ..,»*• 

# Kiallmark , * , , 

0 

.,41* 1 * 

G 

o 

■v 

a 

Partantnir la Syne 

, Lilt le 

Q 

r'fi* 

G 

2 

0 

Pastonilondo. ... t t . , , , r 

. Holder . 4 # # « 


0 

o 

«« 

G 1 

Peace la round thee 

. Hummed t * # , 

9 m 4 ■ 2 

G 

2 

« 

Pria clFImpegito # 

. Getinek ...... 

2 

* . * ■ * 

6 

2 

0 

PrussirAir ,****.*. ** i#..***** *4 

. Ditto ,,,,#,,, 

.... 2 

O 



Pyrene Air. 

, Ditto ,14.4411 

14*1 l 

6 

2 

0 

Queen Prussia^ Waltz 

i)ido 

* « » • 

fi 

2 

0 

Itode'sJT, variations , * * * 

Lysaght , , * , * . 

4 * , * 2 

0 



Row |jtly here 

Eovcstnjf » . * * 

11 

0 

G 

G 

lit. Pack's Day 

Logier ♦***., 

Q 

v m • * -w 

o 

4 

G 

Scot's hae wi* Wallace .#*......# 

Voitf * 

* 4 * « I 

G 

Q 

0 

Siciljjiflflhce ................. * . . 

Little 

0 

0 

2 

0 

Sicilie and Pollacca 

Schulz 

■ ■ ■ # 3 

0 

3 

0 

SOpll^ 

Ricrrou^^ * , , , 

4 4 14 2 

0 

1 

0 

Sun Jwer 

Hummed **,. 

O 

G 



Sweetichard 

Parry* 

,.#* 2 

O 

2 

0 

Syrer . 

Schulz #441** 

*4,4 2 

rf 



'I'emtfid Waltz 

Holder ...... 

4 4 4 4 3 

0 

2 

6 

Tu caccendi, Flute accotnp 

Little 

.... 2 

0 

4 

0 

Turgaiu, Whittington, with ac com- 




o 

*■* 

0 

pibientSi Flute and Violoncello., 

Turnbull * , « * * . 

» 1 4 4 3 

6 

2 

t) 



O 

G 

A 

2 

V/ 

6 

Tvrfe Air 

Gelinek 

4 ft V fe v 

, . . . 2 

G 

a 

0 

Vais ran^oisc, . . , * 

Ring wood , i * * 

l * 4 4 t 

G 

i 

G 

Vernn Air iM ■ ■ 

Hu tn melt , , * 4 


G 

i 

G \ 

Whtove was a child ............ 



.... 3 

0 

2 

0 

W lithe Rosebud 

Kiallmark , , * . 

.... 2 

G 

1 

G 

Wotpecker * # 

Bnrrowes , 

.... 2 

e 

Cj 

■« 

6 

Ve oi briatv Youths 

Parry » * , * . 4 * * 

■ 4*1 2 

0 

2 

0 

Yot Love 

Burrowet **,,, 

lift *• 

b 

2 

6 






spltUc attii 33tAndrorte. 


Battle batti, 0 bel Masetto **. 4 ,*,,,* 

Little 

j, 

, , , S 

d . 
O 

O Ice Conccnto ...... f , * * . 

.... Parru 

1 . 
I* 3 

d. 

0 

Di piacer mi balza il cor 

Little 

O 

* ■* ** 

0 

Ni^ngale 

, 4 * 4 # Parry, * ( 

.1 3 

0 

Fra tante Aogoacic, Flute Aceomp , * , 
( ba la mensa et Bravi Cosa Kara , , . # 

Little 

1 

6 

PaB Six Divertimentos 

. 5 

a 

....... . 

4 * a 

G 

Po>ise 

, , , * MetzUr 

* 3 

0 

Hornpipe danced by Mad. Milume,.* . 
f ci dnrem la mauo 

Cooke 

, , 3 

0 

6 

r l if! Grove 


. 2 

a 

Little 

* . 1 

T\U 


. . 3 

0 

Mozart’s Military Waltz 

Mctzler ........ 

h ■ • 

f) 

Vt$' Gavotte. Flute accotnp. 

4444 Little 

* 2 

0 

O Dolce Concento 

Burrowes OfNicha 

Ison 2 

0 

\V the Rosebud * , 


, 2 

6 


iHo?atl 5 0tJitUT5* 

A New and corrected Edition , with Piute Violoncello Accompaniments* 


$* d. 

Cosl fan tutti *# * * # ****,... * 1 G 

Ditto, with accomp. * ... * * , 4 .. * ...*,, * , * *,*.***,# . 2 6 

Idomenco I C 

Ditto, with accomp.* * (M 2 6 

[ ! Direttor i 6 

Ditto, with aceomp# .*„*,. ****#, . 2 ti 

II Don Giovan hi , , 

Ditto, with accomp. *i, * * ,i,, * * * 


it, fl. 

Dm to Magrro 1 *> 

Ditto, with accomp*. #1 * < ( « * « * * * *4 * 2 G 

1’mglio 1 b 

Ditto, with accomp * * * 2 b 

pemeiuH di Tito 1 6 

Ditto, w ith accomp* £ ^ 

P ozze di Figaro n-.,. .##**, #. 4 *., I b 
Ditto, w ith uccom p 2 6 



©tortures* 


Henry the Fourth, with accompaniments for I $ 

h lute and Violoncello* ,.**,*., , t(lttll Martini l, * * * . 4 

* with Flute accompaniment t*******).**** 3 

** It Rutto di Proserpina," with accomp, 

for Flute and Violoncello **, Winter m . . * , # , * 3 

* 4 II Tancredi," with accorn pan i merits 

fpr Flute and Violoncello* Rossini , P i 1(i( 3 

—■ - with Flute accomp . 2 

Lodoiikfi, with accompaniments for Flute 

and Violoncello Kreutzer 

- — - — with Flute Accompaniments* 

Bride of Ab\ doe . * * , , Kelly 

All in the dark ******** ***** B ! Livfas, Esi 


t * 


2 

t 

2 

2 


0 

0 

G 

G 

6 

0 

6 

a 

o 


Caliph of Bagdad * * * ****** Lanza * < . 

Conquest of Taranto ************** Kelly * * * * # 
Fi»t Attempt ***...**»** ( **,»*»» * Cooke* * * * . 
F hidden Field ««**.*** ***•»**»•««* Ditto, * . , * 

F lorence Macarthy Cooke *.**>. 

F rederick the Great * *»*,,*, #..*.#*■* Ditto . , . , *', 
Harlequin Whittington ************ Bare**,,* 
High Notions ****** .***..,***»*** Parry, 
Medley ,*...*..***.*,,. *,**.*#»■* Log ter * , 

1*1018 . . * * . * . * 4 1 * * King * * . * - 

Successful Cruise ***.*.***»*.***-*■ Sanderson * 
Valiev of Diamonds, ,*,***»**.**•*» Corri . * * * . 


j. tL 
2 0 


****** 


* 

2 

% 

2 

2 

2 

3 

2 

2 

2 

2 


Walt ?e$+ 


Four Waltzes* Set* 1 , 2 t and 3 , by 3 /, Sehoenge * 

Four Walters, ** The Wood -Hill,” 

*' Clifton,” ■* Castle Mahon,” and 

41 Charlemont," by T. Holt . . , , , 1 . 


s, d * 
1 6 


G 


National Waltz and Six others, as 
danced by the Misses Dennett, com- 


posed by * Mims H.M. Dennett 2 


Three W altz bs, ci The Cohourg,” 
** The Angleaea,” and 14 The Sarah 
Ami, ft composed by 


Somerset 4 O 

12 th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princess Esterhaty 4 o 

1 3 th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Counter St, Antoni* 4 0 

14 th Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Ball, Cuiltojj 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton ; composed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated to His Most 

Gracious Majesty George the Fourth * . . * 4 0 

15 th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Miss Seymour ****.*** 4 0 

iCth Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Ccwlringlon * 4 0 , 

17th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess St, Antonio 4 0 

The subjects of this set from *'Lu Gazza Ladru/' 


18 th Set, with Flute Accotnp,, dedicated to the (Ion. Mrs. 

Beau mout ».••»•.*•■*•***••*-----•*«***•*■ 
19th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Cotmtera of WVmysa] 
and March . * >****+ ,*..*,.**.**.***■♦*•-*; 
20th Set, composed expressly for, and most humbly dedi- 
cated to, the Duke of Devonshire, urd the Noble 
and Hon. Members of the Hall Committee at 
the King's Theatre for the relief of the Distress’d 

Irish 

21st Set, with Flute Aecomp, dedicated to Lady Peiru 


4 

4 


4 

4 




6th Set, with Flute Accom p* 2 6 

7th Set, Ditto *,,* 2 6 


J. PowcFs Pocket Edition of Quadrilles, as danced at the 
Argy le Rooms, Almaek’s, dc*, IWks l to 7 - -eech , * * . 3 

J. Power^ select Dances No V, containing 41 The Caro- 
line” — *< Papageno” — ■*' Highland Laddie ” — “Garotte 
de VestruT — “Ivanhoe* 1 and “ Ex mouth Waltz*” — . . * . I 


0 


0 


Ditto, No, VI* containing 44 Echo Dance" Eclipse 
Waltz 1 * — <4 Dr. Syntax 11 — 14 Burlington Arcade” — 
rt Waring Waltz”— ami * E Captive Bird, (fo be conftwned.) l 

J, Power's Collection of Dances, Waltzes* Quadrilles, 
for 1820 , 1821 , 1822 , and 1823 , with Flute Accorop. *< 


Duetto for tTuuo 3i)t rfonmrs 


O 

0 

U 

U 

6 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

o 


s, d. 

G 


Augustus Meres 2 0 


5 ©ttatotllcs, &c* 

J. Power, bat the honour to announce to die Nobility sitlCiomy Subscribers to the Bulls at Almark’a and the Argyll Rooms, that he has pure based from 
Messrs* Mimrd, Collmet, anti Michau, ibe excliisiL Copyright of all the (Ju ad ri lies and Waltzes comp ow *1 by them thii semen. 

ilth Set, with Flute Accomp*, dedicated to the Duchess if j* d, > 


tL 

O 

0 


a 

0 


8th Set, Ditto (NourelletMazucM) 2 

9th Set, Ditto . * * * . . 2 


h 

G 


0 


2 6 


Bagatelles Little * * * 

Cease your funning ,,*,,**,.*.**.., Bennett .*„*.,*# * 3 

Di tanti pal piti ******** * Bennett 2 

Flow f on thou shining River ******** Hies ****** t ***.* 3 

Hope told 11 flattering tale * * , - Bennett ,**.<,*..* 3 

Lvs Belles Berg^res, with Harp Accom* 

paniment ..*****,*,*.***..* ^ * . , Little * . * * * * 4 

Ditto, without Accompaniment ***** * Ditto .***.,..**, * 3 
Oh Lady F air * . * . * i * * . JJurrtucef .*..*,*,. 2 


t. u * 

3 0 

3 0 

2 fi 
6 
6 


0 

O 

G 


<*<**«■ 


Those evening; bells * Hits ■ < ■ ■ * 

Ov* 44 U Tttncredi” * 

Do. Do. with Accomp* Flute and Violoncello $ 

Overture and Selections from Mozarfs 
celebrated Opera “II Fluuto Magico” 

arranged from the original 8coie, by ,*,* J* H * Little 15 

Rook 1 *.;..***..**/* - - 3 

Books 2, 3, 4, and 3 .each 4 


s. d * 
3 6 

G 

G 


0 

o 

u 


NEW HARP MUSIC. 




Ennks of Allan Water 

Bru^cU Waltz ,..,,1.*, 

C 'umbriai i Yout U * , , 

Crudbl Perche, 8cc* Harp and Fiuno-Forte .» 
I > rr 1 1 k to me only with thine eyes *.*,,...,* 
EvHeeifs Rower (from 1 lie Irish iMelodies), * * * 

H 1 1 ton 1 1 ouse (ti 

Introduction and Polonaise (llarpaTidP*- Forte) 

^ ■ t? y ^ o m the Irish Melodies) ***** 

IMereh Mc^un t ^ , 

My love is like the red, red ro*e .*****,,..,* 
Munich Waltz, 


chtpp * 
Holden 
Parry - 
Chipp * 

W i rppert 

Chipp , 
Wcippert 
Chipp * 
Chipp , , * , 
Mss Dibdin 

Humntcll * * 

tiummdi *. 


Mm 

2 


d * 

6 


2 o 
2 0 


* * * 


3 

2 

2 

1 

3 

2 

1 

2 
2 


G 

0 

G 

G 

G 

0 

G 

a 

G 


O softly sleep ******* * * * - « Disd . . *■ 

Peui't; be around tbee (Iroin the National Air ] ilumtntJl 

Rhenish Air ******** /. ****** . * Wer^pert 

Sly Patrick* Fantasia and Variations *.»*.* Borftsa » 
Suu-flowcr, the (from the Irish Melodies) . . *. HnmuteP 

S weCt R ichard .*..«* * * I*arnf**~ 

Three Waltze*. Harp and Piano- Forte * — I haunt l 

Tr lis the lust Rose of Summer f tiiyp 

Venetian Air***.*. ^ HfiwuU . 

f I'o Ladies eves * • * l f it to * * 

W e>e id N odd in ^ hipp 


s. d . 
0 

2 6 

I G 


* 2 

. ft 

M 3 
* 2 

* I 
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* * * —■ 

* * * 2 
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0 

(i 

G 

n 

a 

G 


ft i 



I II J I USJ 




* 


- 






1 


■ 




* 


■ 






■ 




•I 


•« 


■ 


■ 







I II J I UHJ 




t. 


% 


■ 


b 




P 


* 


* 


m. 


I 


W 




fc 


I 


i 


I 


,7 



I I IJIU4U 


























I lit J I U4 U 



r 







V 




l 



I I I J I U-4 U 


% * 



I II J I U-4 U 



I lit J I U4 U 


* 



Ittfrert&ment* 



Jn presenting this Sixth Number to the Public as our last, and bidding adieu to the Irish Harp ft r 
ever, we shall not answer very confidently for the strength of our resolution, nor feel quite sure that 
it may not prove, after all, to be only one of those eternal farewells which a lover takes of his mistress 
ocasionally. Our only motive indeed for discontinuing the Work, was a fear that our treasure 
were beginning to be exhausted, and an unwillingness to descend to the gathering ot mere 
seed-pearl, after the very valuable gems it has been our lot to string together. But this intention, 
which we announced in our Fifth Number, has excited an anxiety in the lovers of Irish Music, 
not only pleasant and Battering, but highly useful to us ; for the various contributions we have 
received in consequence, have enriched our collection with so many choice and beautiful Airs, that if 
wc keep to our resolution of publishing no more, it will certainly be an instance of forbearance and 
self-command, unexampled in the history of poets and musicians. To one gentleman in particular 
who has been many years resident in England, but who has not forgot, among his various pursuits 
either the language or the melodies of his native country, we beg to offer out best thanks for the 
many interesting communications with which he has favoured us ; and we trust that he and our other 
friends will not relax in (hose efforts by which we have been so considerably assisted ; for though the 
Work must now be considered as defunct, yet— ~as Reaumur, the naturalist, found out the art of 
making the cicada sing after it was dead — it is not impossible that, some time or other, we may try a 
similar experiment upon the u linsn Melodies. ,J 

T. M» 


Mai^field t Athbourn€ t 
March , 1&I5. 


Lumfen : Printed bt w. L LOWES, 

N'ULhutAbtrfrn'I'Tu'nt, 
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COME O'ER THE SEA. 


55 


Air — Cuisklih via chret *. 

I. 

COME o’er the sea, 

Maiden ! with me. 

Mi ne thro' sunshine, storm, and snows; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
.Burns the same, where'er it goes. 

Let Fate frown on, so we love and part not; 

'Tis life where thou art, 'tis death where thou art not! 
Then come o’er the sen, 

Maiden! with me, 

Come wherever the wild wind blows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Burns the same, where'er it goes. 

II. 

Is not the Sea 
Made for the Free, 

Land for courts and chains alone? 

Here we are slaves ; 

But, on the waves, 

Lote and Liberty ’s all our own 1 
No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound us, 

All earth forgot, and all heaven around us ! 

Then come o’er the sea, 

Maiden ! with me, 

Come wherever the wild wind blows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Burns the same, where'er it goes. 


* The following are some of the original words of this wild and singular Air ;- h they contain rather an 
odd assortment of grievances* 

Cuisldih ma three. 

Did you but see 

How, tie rogue, he did serve me Bis* # 

He broke my pitcher, he split my water. 

He kiis’d my wife, and he married my daughter* 

O Cuishiih ma three ! &c 
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HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED? 


* Air — Sly Patrick, 

I. 

HAS sorrow thy young days shaded, 

As clouds o'er the morning fleet ? 

' Too fast have those young days faded, 

That even in sorrow were sweet ? 

Does Time with his cold wing wither 
Each feeling that once was dear ? — 

Come, child of misfortune ! come hither, 

I ’ll weep with thee tear for tear. 

II. 

Has Love to that soul so tender 
Been like our Lagenian minef. 

Where sparkles of golden splendour 
Ali over the surface shine '? 

But if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allur’d by the gleam that shone, 

Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper, 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

III. 

Has Hope, like the bird in the story 
That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman’s glittering glory — 

Has hope been that bird to thee f 
On branch after branch alighting, 

The gem did she still display. 

And, when nearest and most inviting, 

Then waft the fair gem away ? 

IV. 

If thus the sweet hours have fleeted. 

When sorrow herself look’d bright ; 

If thus the fond hope has cheated. 

That led thee along so light ; 

If thus the unkind world wither 
Each feeling that once was dear ; — 

Come, child of misfortune ! come hither, 

I *11 weep with thee tear for tear. 

* To the Gentleman who favoured me with this Air I am indebted for many other old and beautiful 
Melodies, from which, if ever we resume this Work, l shall be able to make a very interesting selection* 

+ Our Wicklow Gold-Mines* to which this verse alludes, deserve, I fear, the character here given of tbem * 

J “ The bird, having got its prize, settled not fair off with the talisman in its mouth. The prince drew 
oear it, hoping it would drop it ; but, as he approached, the bird took wing, and settled again/’ &c, 

Ahahian Nights — Start/ of Kutnmir al Zummmun end the Princess of China* 
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Ai r — Luggelavf. 


I 

NO, not more welcome the fairy numbers 
Of music fall on the sleeper's ear, 

When, half-awaking from fearfui slumbers, 

He thinks the full quire of heav'n is near, — 
Than came that voice, wheD, all forsaken, 

This heart tong had sleeping lain. 

Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 
To such benign, blessed sounds again. 

II. 

Sweet voice of comfort ! 'twas like the stealing 
Of summer wind thro’ some wreathed shell ; 
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 
Of all my soul echoed to its spell ! 

Twas whisper’d balm — 'twas sunshine spoken! — 
I 'd live years of grief and pain 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 
By such benign, blessed sounds again ! 
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WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 


Air — O Pair ck,Jty from me*. 

I. 

WHEN first I met thee, warm and young, 
There shone such truth about thee, 

And on thy lip such promise hung, 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 

I saw thee change, yet still relied. 

Still clung with hope the fonder, 

And thought, tho’ false to all beside, 

From me thou couldst not wander. 

But go, deceiver ! go, — 

The heart whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low, 

Deserves that thou shouldst break it ! 

II. 

When every tongue thy follies nam’d, 

I fled th' unwelcome story ; 

Or found, in even the faults they blam’d. 

Some gleams of future glory. 

I still was true, when nearer friends 
Conspir'd to wrong, to slight thee ; 

The heart, that now thy falsehood rends, 

Would then have bled to right thee. 

But go, deceiver ! go, — 

Some day, perhaps, thou 'It waken 
From pleasure’s dream, to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken . 

III. 

Even now, tho’ youth its bloom has shed, 

No lights of age adorn thee ; 

The few, who lov’d thee once, have fled. 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 

Thy midnight cup is pledg’d to slaves. 

No genial ties enwreath it ; 

The smiling there, like light on graves, 

Has rank, cold hearts beneath it ! 

Go — go — tho’ worlds were thine, 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour! 

IV. 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet. 

When even those ties shall sever ; 

When thou wilt call, with vain regret, 

On her thou ’st lost for ever ! 

On her who, in thy fortune's fall. 

With smiles had still receiv’d thee, 

And gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believ'd thee. 

Go — go — tis vain to curse, 

Tis weakness to upbraid thee; 

Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee. 


* Tliii very beautiful Irish Air was sent to me by a gentleman of Oxford. There is much pathos in 
original words, and both words and music have all the features of authenticity. 
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WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE, T7 


Air — “ Paddv Whack? 


I. 

WHILE History’s Muse the memorial was keeping 
Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves* 

Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping. 

For her’s was the story that blotted the leaves. 

But, oh 1 how the tear in her eyelids grew bright. 

When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame, 

She saw History write, 

With a pencil of light, 

That illum'd all the volume, her WELLINGTON’S name. 

II. 

“ Hail, Star of my Isle !" said the Spirit, all sparkling 
With beams, such as break from her own dewy skies ; — 

“ Thro' ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 

“ I *ve watch'd for some glory like thine to arise. 

“ For, tbo J Heroes I’ve number’d, unblest was their lot, 

“And unhallow'd they sleep in the cross- ways of Fame 

“ But, oh ! there is not 
“ One dishonouring blot 

“ On the wreath that encircles my WELLINGTON’S name ! 

III. 

“ And still the last crown of thy toils is remaining, 

“ The grandest, the purest e'en thou hast yet known ; 

“ Tho' proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 

“ Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy own. 

“ At the foot of that throne, for whose weal thou hast stood, 

“ Go plead for the land that first cradled thy fame — 

“ And bright o’er the flood 
“ Of her tears and her blood 


“ I,et the rainbow of Hope be her WELLINGTON'S name!” 



THE TIME I'VE LOST IN WOOING. 




Air- -Pease upon a Trencher. 


I. 

THE time I 'vc lost in wooing. 

In watching and pursuing 
The light that lies 
In Woman's eyes, 

Has been my heart's undoing. 

Tho' Wisdom oft has sought me, 

I scorn'd the lore she brought me ; 
My only books 
Were Woman’s looks, 

And Folly’s all they ’ve taught me. 

II. 

Her smile when Beauty granted, 

I hung with gaze enchanted, 

Like him, the Sprite * 

Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that’s haunted. 
Like him, too, Beauty won me, 
But, while her eyes were on me. 

If once their ray 
Was turn’d away. 

O! winds could not outrun me. 

III. 

And are those follies going? 

And is my proud heart growing 
Too cold or wise 
For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing? 

No — vain, alas ! th* endeavour 
From bonds so sweet to sever; — 
Poor Wisdom's chance 
Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever ! 


* This alludes to a kind of Irish Fairy, which is to be mtsl with, thuy bay, in luf. fteidv,at dusk;™ 
as long ai you keep your eyes upon him, he is fixed and in your power ; but the moment you look 
away (and he is ingenious in furnishing *ome inducement) he vanishes. I had thought that this was the 
tprite which we call the Leprechaun; but a high authority upon such subjects, Lady Morgan (in a 
note 4i j) on her national and interesting Nevf^O'DfmnelJhas given a very different account of that Goblin 
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OH ! WHERE’S THE SLAVE? 
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# 


Air — Sios ugus sios Horn 


L 

OH ! where 's the slave, so lowly. 
Condemn'd to chains unholy, 

Who, could he burst 
His bonds at first. 

Would pine beneath them slowly ? 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decay'd it, 
When thus its wing 
At once may spring 
To the throne of Him who made it? 
* Farewell, Erin ! farewell all. 
Who live to weep our fall ! 


II. 

Less dear the laurel growing, 
Alive, untouch’d and blowing. 
Than that, whose braid 
Is pluck'd to shade 
The brows with victory glowing ! 
We tread the land that bore us. 
Our green flag glitters o’er us, 
The friends we Ve tried 
Are by our side. 

And the foe we hate before us! 
Farewell, Erin ! farewell all. 
Who live to weep our fall ! 


* The few bars, which I have here taken the liberty of connecting with this spirited Air, form one 01 
those melancholy strains of our Music, which are called Dumps. I found it in a Collection entitled The 
Hibernian Muse, and wc arc told in the Essav reftxed to that Work, that “ it is said to have been sung 
by the Irish Women on the field of battle, after a terrible slaughter made by Cromwell’s troops in Ireland.'* 



COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 


Air — Lough Sheeting. 


i 

¥ 

COME, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer ! 

Tho' the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here 
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o'ercast, 

And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last I 

II. 

Oh I what was love made for, if 'tis not l lie same 
Thro’ joy and thro* torments, thro' glory and shame ? 

I know not, I ask not if guilt 's in that heart, 

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art 1 


III. 

Thou hast call'd me thy angel, in moments of bliss, — 
Still thy Angel I '11 be, mid the horrors of this, 

Thro’ the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue. 
And shield thee, and save thee, or perish there too ! 
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TfS GONE, AND FOR EVER. 


9y 


Air — Savournah Dceitsk. 


L 

TIS gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking, 
Like Heaven’s first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead. 
When man, from the slumber of ages awaking, 

Look’d upward and blessed the pure ray, ere it fled 1 
Tis gone, and the gleams it has left of its burning, 

But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning, 
That dark o‘er the kingdoms of earth is returning, 

And, darkest of all, hapless Erin ! o’er thee. 

II. 

J 

For high was thy hope, when those glories were darting 
Around thee, thro’ all the gross clouds of the world 
When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, 

At once, like a sun-burst*, her banner unfurl'd. 

Oh, never shall earth see a moment so splendid ! * 

Then, then, had one Hymn of Deliverance blended 
The tongues of all nations, how sweet had ascended 
The first note of Liberty, Erin ! from thee. 

III. 

But shame on those tyrants, who envied the blessing ! 

And shame on the light race, unworthy its good, 
Who, at Death’s reeking altar, like funes caressing 
The young hope of Freedom, baptiz’d it in blood ! 
Then vanish’d for ever that fair, sunny vision, 

Which, spite of the slavish, the cold heart's derision. 
Shall long be remember’d, pure, bright, and elysian. 

As first it arose, my lost Erin ! on thee. 


# u The Sun-burst" was the fanciful name given by the ancient Irish to the Royal iJ aimer. 
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I SAW FROM THE BEACH 


Air — Miss Moiiy. 

I. 

I SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining, 
A bark o'er the waters move gloriously on ; 

I came, when the sun o’er that beach was declining, — 
The bark was stil 1 there, but the waters were gone ! 

II. 

Ah ! such is the fate of our life's early promise. 

So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known ; 
Each wave that we danc'd on at morning ebbs from us, 
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone. 


III. 

Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning 
The close of our day, the calm eve of our night ; — 

Give me back, give me back, the wild freshness of Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening’s best light. 

IV. 

Oh who would not welcome that moment’s returning, 

When passion first wak'd a new life thro' his frame. 

And his soul, like the wood that grows precious in burning, 
Gave ont all its sweets to love’s exquisite flame ! 


I I I J I U-H U 


■ 

/V/v// 


6 


, /// , 


r */]'/> 


>JL 





■ 


101 


i 



i 


saw from the beach, when the morning was shining, A bark oer the waters ,move 


f f 



lentft ndo 



glorious _ly 


on ; 


w w w 

I came, when the aun o’er that beach was declin _ in#, The 


- — 1 \ m 


w w 

bark was still there^buf the waters were gone! I came, when the sun o Vr that 



lenttindo 



— \r— r- 

bearli was 



declining The bark was still therejbut the waters w'ere gone! 





I lit J I U4 U 


& f ! ve a s / ; . 



i 

f 1 w 


urn 


• 


p — 5 

= f=H 

■ — 




=}_ 

=h~ 

r ■■ ■— 

=fc= 



i= 

. 

■ 

d 



A X 




Jft. 




m 






— N 


m 


Ef 

- / 


r 

lifes early promise, So passing the spring-tide of joy Me ha^e known;Each 





Ip ntam\o 




9 V 

wa\e that we darted on at morning ebbs from us, And leaves us, at eve, on the 



bleak shore a _ lone! Each wave that we dam d on at morning ebbs from us, And 



•wr 

leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone ! 


^ T it" J" | X 4-V_ ^ m ±^ 

- \ • - 

1 

I 






^—11 



i?lti 


i: . * ,-rl 


I II J I U4 U 


sir ERSE 


103 



Neer tell me of glories , se, renely a_dora ing The close of our day, the calm 


| ti- 


le n tart do 


eve of our nlghtj-Give me back,gi\e me backthe wild freshness of morning* Her 


]!' - 
p 



clouds andher tears are worth ev’nin^s best light.Giveme back,#ive me backthe wild 


r 

* — 

m — f- 

V 


■ 



mf 


m 


■ 



= 

s 

ss 



= 

g 

= 





lentando 



freshness of morning, Hfer clouds and her tears are worth evenings best lij^ht 





s 



f’ i 


Ej 

■ i 

EL 





P 





■m if 



I It -VI' 

!lt> 











I lit J I U4 U 


hniando 


pH i — 


< 2 ame y when the sun o*er that < beach was tie _ ^clhi-inK The 


w ¥ , - r 

came, when the sun oer that heat h was tie _ _olin -ink The 


bark was still there, hut the wa _ ters were gone! 


W " f / V V 1 

hark was • still there, but the wa _ ters were gone! 



i 




2 ” P*ERSE. 




Ah! such is the fate of our lifes early proniise,So passing the spring-tide of 


r r r r f r w r f 

Alt 1 , such is the fate of our life's early promise.So passing the spring-tide of' 





I lit J I U4 U 


If ttltindo 



joy we have k no wn;Each wave that we darted on at morning ebbs from us, And 



joy we have known; Each wave that we dancd on at morn-big ebbs from us, And 




^ - - f r r 

leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore a .lone! Each wave that we dancd on at 
** r t 



- 5 r * 







leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore a _ lone! Kachwave that we dancd on at 



le utando 



^ 'N 











morn-injf ebbs from us. And leaves us at eve on the bleak shore a 



7 — r 




ttiorii- inif ebbs from *us f And leas es us at eve on the bleak shore a -lone! 



tf 10 


i 


I lit J I U4 U 


_ Z/rr/f/ 



(///<■ 


Fill the bumper fair 
-Q- \? ~ V 



Kv’ry drop we sprinkle O’er the brow of rare ^ 




K 


& 




T 


i 


tc 


3E 


? 


Xrr 

1 V 


f 






/ 


rT 



dz 








\ -- 
J — 






Si 


i? 



/ • - : . r_ ■ y t — » — ; 

Smooths ajway a wrinkle. Mits e_1ectric flame Ne’er so swifth 


V V 


1 Sf-n — 

^ 


m 

1 if /H P . m 


ry i 



<r 

1 

^ K 

1 — 1 

£> > 



IS I 

X— l 

=^3 

■- i *» 

1 m r — 1 

i— J 

— =1 — i— s — J 

*t -j 

— • 

=1 J 







sz: 


i 


N: 


m 




Jr 



As when thro’ the frame It shoots from brimming glasses. Fill the bumper fair, 





1v7 

E\ ry drop we sprinkle O’er the brow of care Smooths a_way a wrinkle. 









I lit J I U4 U 


# 


KILL THE BUMPER FAIR ! 109 


• Air. — Bob and Joan. 

f 

FILL the bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O’er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Wit’s electric flame 
Ne’er so swiftly passes, 

As when thro 1 the frame 

It shoots from brimming glasses. 
Fill the bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle. 

II. 

Sages can, they say. 

Grasp the lightning's pinions, 
And bring flown its ray 

From the starr ’d dominions: — 
So We, Sages, sit, 

And, 'mid bumpers bright’ning 
From the Heav’n of Wit 
Draw down all its lightning! 

Fill the bumper fair ! Ac, 

III. 

Wouldst thou know what first 
Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling thirst 

For wine's celestial spirit? 

It chanc’d upon that day, 

When, as bards inform us, 
Prometheus stole away 

The living fires that warm us 
Fill the bumper fair! &c. 

IV. 

The careless youth, when up 
To Glory's fount aspiring, 

Took nor urn nor cup, 

To hide the pilfer'd fire in : — 
But oh his joy ! when round 
The halls of Heaven spying. 
Amongst the stars he found 
A bowl of Bacchus lying. 

Fill the bumper fair ! Ac. 

V. 

Some drops were in the bowl, 
Remains of last night’s pleasure. 
With which the Sparks of Soul 
Mix’d their burning treasure! 
Hence the goblet's shower 
Hath such spells to win us — 
Hence its mighty power 
O’er that Flame within us. 

Fill the bumper lair ! Ac. 
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THE FAREWELL TO MY IIARP. 


Ai&—New Langolee. 

I. 

DEAR Harp of my Country ! in darkness I found thee, 
The cold chain of silence* had hung o'er thee long. 

When proudly, my own island Harp ! I unbound thee, 
And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and song ! 

The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 
Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 

But so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness. 
That ev’n in thy mirth it will steal from thee still. 

m 

■ 

II. 

Dear Harp of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers. 
This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine ; 

Co, — sleep, with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers. 
Till touch’d by some hand less unworthy than mine. 

If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 

Have throbb'd at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone ; 

I was but as the wind, passing heedlessly over, 

And all the wild sweetness I wak’d was thy own f 


* lit that rebellious but beautiful Song 4i When Erin first rose 1 * there is, if I recollect right, the foU 
lowimz line ; — 

44 The dark chain of silence was thrown o T cr the deep.” 


IT he Chain of Silence was a sort of practical figure of rhetoric among the ancient Irish* Walker tells us 
of {t a celebrated contention for precedence between Finn and Gaul, near Finn's palace at Almhaim, where 
the attending Bards, anxious, if possible, to produce a cessation of hostilities, shook the Chain of Silence, and 
flung themselves among the ranks,” See also the Ode to Gaul, the Son of Momi* in Mias Brook's Relioues 
of Iri&k Poetry , 
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No, VI, — Price 1 5 s,— Containing 
Come o'er the Sea 

Has Sorrow thy young- Days shaded f 

No, wof more welcome 

When first / met thee 

While History's M-usc 

The Time Ttfe lost in wooing 

Oh / where's the Slave ? 

Come * rest iit this Bosom 
f Tis gone, and forever 
I saw from the Beach 
Fill the Bumper fair 
Dear Harp of my Country 

No, VI U— Price f 5i,^C<mUunittg 

My gentle Harp ! once more I waken 

As slow our ship her foamy T rack 

In the Morning of Life, when its Cares are unknown 

When cold in the Forth lies the Iritnd thou hast lov d 

Remember thee ! yes, while there's Life in this Henri 

Wreath the Bowl 

Whene'er / see those smiling Eyes 

If thou U be mine* the Treasures oj Air 

To Ladies 1 Eyes a Round, Boy 

Forget not ike Field where they perish'd 

They way rail at this Life 

Oh for the Swords of former Time ! 

No, VI [[.—Price IdJv — Containing 

Ne'er ask the Hour 
Sail on, sail on 
The Parallel 
Drink of this ( up 
The Fortune-teller 
Oh ye Dead ! 

O' Donah wt '$ Mistress 
1 The Echo 
i Oh banquet i*or 
Thee, thee , only thee 
‘ Shall the Ilarp, then, he silent - p 
'1 Oh the Sight entrancing 


No, L — Price 15*. — Containing 

taro Ian's Concerto 

The pleasant Rocks 

Planxty Drury 

The Beardless Boy 

Go where dory waits thee 

Remember the Glories of Brien the Brave 

Erin / the Tear and the Smile in thine Eyes 

Oh ! breathe not his name 

When he who adores thee 

The Harp that once thro * Tara's Halls 

Fly not yet / 

Oh l think not my Spirits are always as light 

Tho' the last Glimpse of Erin 

Rich and rare were the Gems she wore 

As a Beam o'er the Face of the Waters may glow 

The Meet ing of the Waters 


Love's young Dream— (Oh i the Days are gone) 

The Prince's Day— ( Tho' dark arc our Sorrows/ 

Weep on, weep on 

Leshia Hath a beaming Eye 

I saw thy Form in youthful Prime 

By that Lake whose gloomy Shore 

She is f r from the Land 

Nay, tell me not 

Avenging anti bright 

What the Bee is to the Floweret 

Love and the Novice {Her ewe dwell in holiest Bowers 

This Life is all chequer'd 


No* If. — Price 15*. — Containing 

St* Scnantts and the Lady 
How dear to me the Hour 
Take back the virgin Page 

The Legacy — ‘[When in Death l shall calm recline] 
The Dirge — -(How oft has the Benshee cried !) 
We may roam thro ' this World 
Evetecn's Bower— ( Ok ! weep Jbr the Hour/ 

Let Erin remember the Days of old 
Silent, oh Moyle f be the Roar of thy Waters 
Come, send round the Wine 
Sublime was the Warning 

Believe me, if all those endearing young Charms 


No. V. — "Price 1 5S,— Containing 

Thro' Erin's Isle 

At the mid Hoar of iYig7if 

One Bumper at Parting/ 

1 Tis the last Rose of Summer 
The young May Moon 
The Minstrel Boy 
The Valley lay smiting before me 
Oh ! Aud we some bright tittle Isle 
Farewell ! but whenever yon welcome the Hour 
Oh / doubt me not 
You remember Ellen 
Pd mourn the Hopes that leave me 


No, 1 II,. — Price J5s * — Containing 

Cean dubh Delish 
The snowy-breasted Pearl 
Planxty Johnstone 
Captain Megan 

Erin, oh/ Erin— (Like the bright Lamp/ 
Drink to her 

Tic Illustrations deal 


the Hop 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


POPULAR NATIONAL AIRS. 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments by HENRY ft. BISHOP, and Sir JOHN STEVENSON, Mus. Dafe. 

THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE, 

No. f. — Price 15s . — Containing 


A temple to friendship , , Spenph 

AH that's bright most fade** , Indian 

Dost thou remember ? , , , * Portuguese 

f are thee well Ithou lovely one !. . Sicilian 
Flow on, thou shilling river! . » . . Portuguese 
Oh ! come to me when daylight sets Venetian 

Oft in the stilly night * Scotch 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty ..***. Italian 
Should those fond hopes * . . , t Portuguese 

So warmly we met * . . . „ Hungarian 

Those evening, be] b* m Bells of St, Petersburg 
Ha/k ! the vesper hymn is stealing JRussit 


\an 


No. II. —Price 12s *— Containing 

Come, cWse tlppl starting tear away Preach 
Common sense and genius Ditto 

Chuly sounds the Castanet **..*, Maltese 

Hear me but once m French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting Portuguese 

Love and Hope .,., + »*.** Swiss 

Love is u h im ter- boy .......... I^arignedocian 

My harp bus one unchanging theme£tctffijA 
Oh ! no, not e'en when first we lov'd Cashmerian 
Peace be around thee Scotch 

Then fare tliee tvell English 

There comes a time German 

No. IV. — Price I3s 4 — Containing 


1 

11 


No. III. — Price ISi. — Containing 

Bright he, thy Dreajm. . . , Welsh 
The Crystal Htui I m *,.«»••» Swiss 
Go then — ’tis vain Sicilian 

Oh days of Youth French 

Peace to "the Stum borers, . , , . . Catalonian 

Row gently here Venetian. 

Say what shall be ours port to-day Sicilian 
See the dawn from Heaven .... Italian 

When first that Smile. ....... Venetian 

When Love was a Child Swedish 

When thou shult wander Sicilian 

Who'll buy my Love-knots. . . , Portuguese 


Farewell Theresa, * . .*,***,., Venetian 

Go row and dream * . .Sicilian 

Here sleeps tke Bard ,.*,***. Highland 
How oft when watching stars* .Savoyard 
Ne'er talk of wisdom's gloomy school Muhratta 
Nets- and cages, .Swedish 


Take hence the Bowl .Neapolitan 

Though 'tis all but a dream , .French 
*Tis when the cup is smiling. Aittlian 
When the hrd summer Bee . . (Jerman 
When through the PiazcttEi *. Venetian 
Where shall we bury our shame Neapolitan 


* * 
# 
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A SERIES OF SACRED SONGS, DUETS, AND TRIOS. 

The Word j % Thomas Moore, Esq.; the Musk composed and selected bp Sir John Stevenson and Mr. Moore , 

No, l . — Co nt a i tring 


£1 t 0 


Thou art t oh God ! 

Thu world nil a fleeting Show 

FalVn is thy Throne 

Who is the Maid 9 (St. Jerome’s Love] 

The Bird let loose 

Oh / Thou who drfst the Mourner's Tears 


W eep not for those 

The Turf shall be my frog r a Jit Shrine 
Sound the loud Timbrel (Milium 1 * Song) 
Go, let me weep 
Come not, oh Lord ! 

The Second Number in the Press 


Were not the sinful Mary's Tears 
As down nt the sunless Retreats 
ifiif who shall see * 

Almighty God f (Chorus of Priests) 

Oh fair / oh purest / (St. Augustine to his Stsler) 


A SELECTION, OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano-Forte by H, R, BISHOP, and- Words by HORACE TWISS* Esq.— Price IS*. 


Count not the Hours 
A Stranger is come 
O do not think my words are cold 
Tho 1 my Visions of Life 


No. I * — Cord a uting 

My Love but a Lassie yet 
The Shadows are stealing 
Dear Girl 
The Crystal Waters 


Oh cast not a Damp on this Hour of Dehght 
Oh why is yon Cottage so desolate 
Fare ye well, my pretty Sophy/ 

Y V f, tre / seek u distunt shore 


A SELECTION OF WELSH MELODIES, 


^ ith Symphonies and Accompaniments, by JOHN PARRY.— The Words by Mrs. HEMANS* No* 1 and 2., 


No. L — Containing 

Druidical Chorus, on the landing of the Romans 

The Sea Song of Gavran 

The Hall of Cyuddylan is gloomy to-night 

The Rock of C-ider Itlris 

The Lament of Llywareh Hen 

Grufydd'h Feast 

The Cambrian in America 

Sons of the fair Isle forget not the time 

Taliesin's Prophecy 

Owain Glyiidwr'& War Song 

Prince Madog'a Farewell 

Caswallons Triumph 

Press on my steed I hear the swell 

The Mountain Fires 

White bnowdon 

The Chant of. the Bards 


No. II. — Containing 

■ The Green Isles of Ocean 
Be happy to-day 
Ti& the step of my Morvvdd 
Strike the Harp 
Sweet Yale of the Tywi 

1 crossed in its beauty thy Dee's Druid water 
Thi j Summer Storm is on the Mountain 
The Lament of the Last Druid 
Ellen dear 

The Heroes of Cymru 

The Exile of Cambria 

Ye Lee Sous of Cambria 

Oh Cambria ! the Da} s of thy Glory 

The Hi Has Horn 

Oh V alliul around thee 

The Death of IJviveL p 


Price I3 j* eac j. 



p 


VOCAL MUSIC 


A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIES. 

With Symphonic* and Accompaniments by C. E. HORN, and Poems written to the Aim by Wm* READER, Jun. Esq. 


‘—Price l 6s 


No. I . — Containing 


Red is the Billow's Spray 
Rose of this enchanted Vafa 
Hark l the Song 
In the woody Wilds 


Fair Dream f 
Bring me the Wine 
How true the Spot 
In vain thou callest 


Night is falling 

From the Hill 

Oh l come thou not near 

Maul of the wildly 'Wishing Rye 


LALLA ROOKH*. 


Selections from that Celebrated Poem,JAc Music by the jbllowitlg Noble and Eminent Composers — 

cf. 


Five Songs and a Duet .. . v ~ . Lady Flint . . . 

Spirit of biisa, Trio vti . Lord Burg hers h * 

F ly to the desert. Canzonet t J Ditto ........... 

Bemlemeeris Suream 

Her hands were clasp'd* Recit, and Air T, Attwood **>-. 
The A eneiu Bower , . Ditto ........ * * * 

The cold wave mv love lies under . ♦ Ditto . . . , * P * < . • * 
The song of the lire worshipper .... Ditto ,*,*.*•*••« . 2 

The Arabian maid * . Bishop .«»*..»..* 2 

The feast of roses .......... Ditto *.*.*,...•#» 2 

The Georgian maid Ditto * 2 

The Peri pardoned, Recit. and Aria . . Dr, Clarke 2 

The Spirit's song, Reel t* Andante & Avia Ditto . .... 2 


s. 

5 

3 

2 

2 

1 

I 

l 


0 

0 

0 

o 

6 

6 

6 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

6 


Namouna's song, Recit. and Aria,,,. Dr, Clarke 

Oh I Set me only breathe the air. . * « * «, J, C. Clifton , . . , 

We part for ever Harris 

Bendeemer's Stream, Ballad JV* Natccs «* 

Paradise and the Peri, Ileeit. and Song Ditto 

Araby’s Daughter ............... . C\ Kiallmark , ..... 

Then fly with me, Ballad ............ Ditto 

Fly to the desert. Ballad Ditto , 

Hindifa appeal to her lover Ditto 

*Twus Ins voice, Recit. and Air ...... Air J, 5few*#on 

Now morn is blushing, ditto Ditto *•»»•*** *•»» 

Oh ! fair as the sea-flower, Ballad . # , T, Welsh «...*•«, 
The Peri Vsong, ditto ...... fh/fo 


s. d* 
2 6 
1 6 


J.Poweh begs to inform the Composers of Music, and Muric-seHera, that he is the only person authorized by Messrs* Longman and 

to publish, with Music, the Songs or Vemea in the above Poem. 


1 

2 
2 
2 
1 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 

Co. 


6 

O 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 


HANDELS SONGS. 

Arranged with a Piano-Forte Accompaniment by Sir John Stevenson, Mus, Doc. 


. v - 1 ^ it *' j| 

No., I , Lord* remember David | * I 0 

— 2, Holy, Holy, Lord GodA mighty I 0 

— 3, I know that rov Redeemer liveth 


u * * i * 


t * P ■ ft 


t 0 


( To he continued*) 


s. d* 

No, 4, Comfort ye, my people I 0 

— 5, Deeper nod deeper 1 6 

— <?, Angels ever bright and fair 1 0 


SERIES OF SONGS, &c. 

COMPOSED BY HENRY R. BISHOP . 

s* d. 

No, I. A bsence (written by Thomas Campbell, Esq,) 2 O 

2* Scenes of my Childhood (written by Mrs. Cornwall B* Wilson,) 2 0 

3. O lovely is the Summer Morn (written by Miss Anna Maria Porter) .... 2 0 

(7b i be continued.) 


A DRAMATIC FAIRY SCENE. The Word* by Charles Hallett, Esq,, the Music by T, Rovedino, prices#. 


A SERIES OF FRENCH SONGS, 

NfeWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP, 


Sr it, 

Le Vail Emit T roubadour ...... .... ...... Sauvan l 0 

Le Portrait ............ 1 0 

Le Serment Fiamjais ............ I 0 

Partant pour la Syrie . , ............ I 0 


Rose d 1 A mou r Buieldieu »,». 

Depuis lotigtems Genii lie Annette Ditto 

Le Gentil Houaard (P , M ,. ( . tlll ...... ............ 

Cdlm i] ui &ut toucher tuon cceur. *. P * 


i. d. 

i 0 
j U 

1 t) 
I 0 


(To he continued*) 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DUETTS, &c. &c. 
newly arranged for the piano-forte or harp. 

dr 


s t 

Ah Fcrdona, Duett Mozart 1 

Butt* batii o bd Ditto . , * , P , 1 

Che dice imri d*amore , , Mayer I 

Deli yieni alb huestra.. Mozart .......... T 

Di piacer mi balza il cor. Rossini . 2 

Fin ch 1 ban dal vino. Mozart i 

Fra tunte ungo^cie. Carafa * 2 

Giovinette che late. Duett and Clrjrus Mozart 1 

Ln ci darem hi mttno ...... Dutti .... Mozart 1 

Ln dove prende, Duett, Ditto ) 


i. C 


0 

0 

G 

0 

0 


I.imgi 


dal caro bene, . Sard 1 

N on pi d andmi Mozart .......... 2 

Oh quanto l* anitua . Mayer .......... l 

Su T aria Duett . . # * tl Mozart .......... 1 

Sul Margine .......m.,.., ...... . 1 


(To be continued,} 


O 

0 

0 

0 


0 

0 

6 

i u che accendi 

Vtdedo sol brumo ...... Duett , SJ , 

. itossim ,. 

. * Ft ter _ . . » 

.7 

tiftii'lftii **■ 

0 

Vedriii carino 

* , Afozart _ 


0 

0 

0 

Voi che sapefc 

Zitti* Zitli, Piano, Piano, * . Trio 

. . Mozart . . 
*. Rossini .. 

t 

? 

> f 1 1 1 1 i i •* 

o 

0 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


SONGS. 


4 # ■ m m * ■ 


■ ■ 


4 ■ g § p t p * * ■ 


absence 

A dl lou 1 st d ft v ^Ij rea k • * • » 

A fart-well 1 

Ab ! mo, why should 1 heave the fond 

Ah ! say, lovely Bmrnn ! « , * * - * * 

Ah ! what woes are mine , * . .*,***.. . 
Ah ! who would heed the seeming sigh ? 

Alice of Fyfe, , * . , * * . * *,,,-.** 

A medley * * * * 

And thou art young 

An not Lyle 

'Araby's daughter 

A rosy cheek 

Auld latig syne * . . * * * * 

Auld Robin Gray . . * . . * . , * * , * , . 
Away with this pouting and 
A youth sat sighing , . , . * . * . 

Banks of Allan Water * 

Be gay ! be gay l • # * * » . . * * 

Be sure that a smart little maid f « 

Bill of fare 

Black and blue eyes. «... 

Blighted rose 

Bold is the maiden's heart , * * * , * 
Bosoms who conquer'd and bled, ♦ 

Bud in beauty * 

Can I again that form caress ? . . * * 

Cease, oh ! cease t » tempt 

Cease your funning, (iV«o Edition) 

Chain and Lute , 

Chapter on pockets 

Child of glory .****».- 

Come, all you forsaken 
Come, take the harp , , . 

Come, tell me, says Rosa 
Come tell me where the maid is found 
Contradiction 


f. 

Bishop “ 

Kiatlma rk ******** ^ 

St&seiutQn - - • 2 

Kelly ^ 

Stevenson ******** ^ 

Ditto 2 

Horn 4 . . - i * * - * « * 

ffllt 

Horn 

King 


1 

2 

1 

£ 


d . 
a 
o 
0 
6 
6 
a 
a 

0 

6 

0 


* * * * 






Kiailmark * * * . * * < 

2 

0 

HofJi * 

1 

6 

Burn s *..*«.! * » 

\ 

0 

Ditto * ..... ■ 

1 

O 

T. M., Esq 

I 

0 

Kelly 

1 

G 

Horn 

1 

0 


2 

0 

King .I*... 

I 

fi 

Horn * 

1 

6 


2 

0 

Stevenwn ** 

a 

0 

Kelly * 

\ 

G 

Ditto 

2 

0 

Stevertson ,;.*-**. 

2 , 

0 

Moore * * ► * , . * » 4 * 

1 

G 

Ditto .**4i4.*.. 

2 

0 


1 

0 

Wolmisley *.#*.*.. 

2 

0 


I 

0 

jf\, C 1 1 tjjf , , f k | ft • I ft # ft i 

1 

6 

Dr , Clarke * * * . • . 

1 

G 




Stevenson 2 

Ditto . 1 1 , , 1 

Ditto 2 

Cooke 1 


Day of love ii 4 <i>*tii .. Moore * 2 

Damon's complaint * * Kelly »*,«,«.** » * * ^ 

Dandy beau Cooke ,. 4 .- 1 .*...* I 

Dear aunt * Moore *.-*«.*'*. * ^ 

Dear Fanny * * . . . * * . . - * . * * . Stmnton * * * * * • 

Dear ladjes, listen to my tale Hotcell ********* 

Dearest J&Uetl, awake Emdin . * - * 

Deep in my soul * * * * Duval 

Did not ? Moore s ******* 

Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom « . . * # , Smith* 1 

Does the harp of Rosa slumber ? ,..4 iSteutfnjon ..•**.•* I 

Donald, (new edition) * - * * * * 1 

Emblem * . . * , * * * * * * * • * . . - Horn i..#,*.***** 2 

Ethereal hope, nuptial song Hawes 2 

JEverv hour I lov'd thee more * . , 4 . . * * Blewitt * * 

Exile of Erin Campbell 1 


CJ 

J 

2 

l 

1 


Expostulation Kelly 

Fair as the morn h light., B* Lhiu$< Ei up 

Fair ludy , why this frowning ^ Cooke ******** 

Fair Rosa l . , 1 * * Parry 

Fuimv, dearest 1 Moore 


* * 


Fanny was in the grove « . . 1 * AT*, Esq* »»#■*' I 

Fare thee well, thou tirsi and fairest !. , Molineujc * I 

Farewell, Bessy ! Moore * . * i 

Fly, tty away . *4 Parry - - * - • l 

Fly from the world, O Bessy ■ Moore ** * 1 

Fly to the desert , Kialtmark * * 2 

Folk, the * * Kelly . , * l 

For her 1 die * , . * * * * , * * 4 ., , * * **. . . . Stevenson ******** l 

Friend of rav soul , * , , Moore l 

From glory's heights descending **444. Kelly 1 

From life, without freedom Moore . 2 

Gallant Troubadour, * * „ * t , * , Stevenson * 2 

Georgian maid .*4.44*...,,,.,*...* Bishop * * £ 

Give, love l give Beethoven ****** . * 2 

G olden chain ******* * * * * Leonard ********** L 2 

b ood 111 glit ,,*4***4«4»4,, (#i***i I^foore ********** 2 

sweet enchantress *************** Stevenson * * . £ 

Green spot that blooms A>//y 1 


Grotto *********** *"*••*•**** 

Hapless Mary 1 

Hark \ the trumpet, hark 1 4 * * * » * 1 
Heath, this night, rau^t be my bed. 

Hence, faithless hope ! . . , * 

Henry and Sue + •* 

Here, in this lone little wood *# 4*4 

Here's the bower * ..***•.** 

Her heart was made to love *.,.** * 

Hoax 

Hope, thou Nurse 

told a flattering tale '* * 

Hour of victory . * * 4 * * >...*. *■■** 

How happy once * * * 

Hush'd be that sigh ,•*.****•>••• 
Hush ! dearest, hush I 


0 
6 
0 
G 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

6 

6 

Ci 

G 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

G 

6 
G 
G 
o 
0 
o 
G 
6 
G 
0 
0 
6 
6 
G 
0 

0 
0 
0 
0 
0 
0 
G 


• 1 i ■ 


mm * * ’■ ■ 


I always turn to thee . , * . 1 * * * - * * - . - 

! can no longer stifle ,.#.4. ********** 
Je suis un (janv re Savoyard 

If I swear by that eve 

■■ * 

I I maidens would marry ■** 

If then tr* love thee be offence 

If winter frowns, * , , . 

I have woven a garland for thee 
I’ll love thee ever dearly 

I'm deep in love * * . , 

Fin wearing uwa ,,*#*. 

I'm wearing awuy 
In days of old 

Indian maid 

1 never told my love ... * 

I never will deceive thee 
In moment* to delight , . 

In the days of my youth 
In vain may that bosom 
Invitation, the , ■ . . . * . - 

[11 yonder bower ,....4...... 

I sigh for the days that are gone 
It is not that a woman's eyes , . 


«,***■* 


9 m * 4. 



ji 

d. 

Farr^ 


G 

Dr. Clarke * 

0 

4 4 14 - M 

O 

C qo ke ...tf-*. 

4 4.4- 2 

O 

Kemp ,*,**., 

l 

G 

Stevenson * , . 


0 

Horn 4 - 44 * 4 , 

• • i M I 

G 

Steven ton * * 

.14,* 3 

0 

Moore * * * * * 

2 

0 

Horn ,,*-* 1 . 


6 

DittQ ,*4414 

4 * • # * ^ 

6 



0 

Paisiello 

* i 

0 

Stevenson . * . 

1 

6 

Moore .4i«. 

2 

0 

Stevenson , . . 

i ft • 1 * 4 

6 

Horn 


0 

lly ****** 

f | | 1 V 1 “ 

6 

T* M *1 Esq . . 


O 

Ware ******* 

#4,4- l 

6 

Stevenson ... 

f m * m « p * 

0 

/ 1 q m • • ■ * * . 

1 t 1 • a 1 * 

6 

Stevenson . . 

2 

0 

Horn ****** 

■ p ■* * * 

G 

Holden . - - * 


6 

Cooke .,* 14 . 

i.#*** • 

6 

Parry * * * * 

.. 4 * 4 * * 

G 

Burns .,.* 

A 1 + ■* m m * 

O 

4 - 

ft ft * ■ < i * 

O 

Horn 44.11. 

.....* * 

0 

it elly ****** 

+ m m # ft * i 

G 

Ditto ****** 

5 

G 

P arry *,41 

4 1 - . 4 * 1 

G 

Walmisley * - 

1 

6 

King ****** 

1 

. . - 4 . * * 

0 

Kelly 

1 

6 


Turnbull 
Arnold 
Kelly , 
Cooke * 


£ 

1 


0 

G 


t G 
1 6 


Kilty of Coleraine 

Lament, the 

Lund of Shiilelah . * * . 

Lund o' the Leal fNe to Edition) 
Light as die shadows of evening . 

Light sounds the harp . 

Li I ia, come dow n to me 

Little Mary's eye * * * * . * » * 

Loudon, now is out of town * . * - . 
Look that says I love thee • , . . * 

Lord of the castle , * 

Lottery, the * 

Love * , . . 1 , . . , p * . .. *■ * » * * ■ •< 

Love and Folly 

Lovo and Time - 

Love Bird 

Love, honour, and obey ! * . 

Love in a storm 

Love, like an April day , - 

Lover's Smiles 

Love’s light summer cloud 

Love thee, dearest, love thee ...... 

Love will find out the way ******* 
Loud tlie trump of war was blowing 


4 4 4 * 


,..**** 


Stevenson *. 
Moore . * , 
Cooke . . . * . 
T* M , E&<p 
Ware * r **„ 
Cooke , , . . * 
King • ■ • « « 
Moor e * - - 
Horn ***** 
Smith 1 1 * . * 

Kelly 

Smith * , . 1 . 
Cooke * * . . 
Barry * , , 

Horn 

Turnbull * 
Moore 
Moore . . . 
Little * #.* 
Horn , 4.-4 


* m * 9 » » 


I 

9 

1 

1 
1 
a 

2 
1 
1 
1 

1 

2 
1 

1 

2 
x 
1 
1 

1 

2 
2 
2 
2 
1 


Maid of JIarliA *ile 

Maid of the rock . . . . * • , * - 

Maid whose heart was cold* to love 
Mansion of love. ,...4 ,,....m<i 
M ureb away, Helen 

Mary, 1 believ'd thee true 

Monody * 

My heart anti lute 

My heart's my own , # ... * ... . * 

My life, I love l bee 1 — * 

My love haste* him home* . * . 

My love, when thou'rt away 
My dying she , . ..**** • ■ 

Mv mol her did o:ie rule bequeath 


Stevenson ******** 2 

■ ,,....#*4 1 

■ o 


J}itto *********** 
...****■ + "- 
Emdin ********* 

Horn * 

Stevenson ..**.• < 
Hawes --*-. 4 ***. S 
Moore and Bishop * 


. * * . * * 


. . . * 1 


* * * * 


Kelly . . . 
Horn . . . 
Kirhot&uft 

Kelly * * . 

Haiti . * 


I 1 tf 


l 

i 

0 

0 

4» 

1 

l 


0 

0 

0 

0 

G 

G 

0 

0 

G 

G 

6 

0 

6 

G 

0 

6 

G 

G 

t> 

0 

0 

0 

0 

G 

0 

G 

0 

0 

fi 

6 

0 

0 

0 

G 

0 

n 

G 

0 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


WWW* * 


■ft * * 


# t * f ft 




I li 




Niunftuii&'s aong 
Nsy, weep not ! dear Ellen, 

Ned of the hilU ....**. 

Nightingale, the 
No joy without my lo*e * 

Now morn is blushing * 

Ol>ey 1 

Ob ! come, sweet hiss ! Ii4 
Oh ! fair as the seaflower 

Oh ! fate in pity * * * * 

Oh! give me the heart that is cheerful 
Oil ! if those eves deceive me not - „ * . 

Oh ! Liberty ,».*.* ** - 

Oh ! listen to your lover 

Oil list unto my tale of * *.*.--> * . *. 
Oh ! lovely is the summer uiom * * , * 

Oh 1 Nanny, wilt thou S***$ 

Ob ! never doubt my love 

Oh! never from the maid depart, * * , , * 
Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us , * , . 

Oh ! Pair ick 

Oh ! remember the time 

Oh! see those cherries , , 

Oh ! smile not thus 

Oh [ soon return ***** 

Oh ! turn away those mournful eyes. * 
Oh ! white is the snow 
Oh ! h by should the girl of my soul 

0 (i ! Wtuo»u! ;4 r 

Oh! Wuixlg of tureen Eric ...... 

Oh! would 1 ne’er had seen thee ! 

Oh ! ves — so well, so tenderly 
Oh! yes, when the bloom . 

One dear smile *,»• ... .*»,,»» # , 

O riilor 1 li fi 

Orphan boy ,*,.*******4 

O softly sleep 1 

Paddy in Loudon 

Paddy the piper .. 4 ** 44 ,****** 
Fin^s of absence 
Parting hour is come, love * * * * * * * * . * 
Parting look she gnye *,****.,***, 
Pleasures of Brighton »**.****,*.,.. 

PI tuned casque 

Poh 1 Derroot, go ’long with your go* ter 

Pray, Goody ! 

Pretty Sophy , ***,***** . 

Probu bill ty 

Rfd ibjnical origin of woman , * . ^ * * * 
Ray that beams for ever *.**,,*,**** 
Remembrances *.*.** 

Return, my love , ***** 

Roderigh Vich- Alpine, * 

Roll, drums, merrily ..,* 

Koso of affection 

Sale of loves ....... * * * * . * * * 

Savoyard’s return , 

Say, pretty weeping figure *,.,,*,,** 
Scenes of my childhood .*. «*•***„*. 
Scots wha line wi s Wallace bled **.*., 

Sea Boy’s Dream 

Send the bow! round merrily 

Soft breezes breathing .***,, , . * 

Soft Zephyr . , 

Soldier, rest 1 .*,.***.**...,*,*,,* 

Spanish patriots **,,*****,,, 

Spirit of joy *"-..*■»*-• 

Spirit's song ,,*. 4 ***. ******. *,,... 

Stay, one moment stay ! * * * * 

Summer, » **»,*« 

Sweetest moments life allows ,,**** * , 

Sweet is love .... 

Sweet is the beam of morning 

Sweet is the dream 

Sweet lady ! look not thus 

Sweet minstrel, sing ! 

Sweet robin Ii( l 

Sweet Rose, come away ’ * . . , 

Sweet seducer tl , iti ' 

Tablet of love 

Take back the sigh 

Tarry, ye momenta * , , 


s, 

Dr . Clarke .,...* 2 
Smith . . * * **,*2 

Owenson * 1 

Sofa ****** 2 

CotJj(i. ■,,•**!*.,*, J 

Stevenson ........ 2 

Horn ............ J 

Stevenson .,.,.*** 2 

Welsh 2 

Hot n ........... I 

Cooke . . * * * * * * * , *, i 

Steven son . * * 2 

Moore .......... 2 

Horn 2 

Stevenson ******** 1 
Bishop .......... % 

Cur/ifr ********** I 
Cooke. ,*,*'*„**,* 2 

tt\ff iiiiifvvi,** t 

T. M. 3 Esq. * ] 

Bishop ......... 2 

Moore * * * * * 2 

/)i/*o ,,**,*,***** 2 

Smith *.* i 

Moore * - - *• 2 

Stevenson ******** I 

Kefty . . * * * . . 2 

Moore .......... 2 

Ditto ******* 2 

Doyle .......... 2 

Steven mow JL 

Moore 2 

Ditto 2 

Moore 2 

Ditto . * 1 

Smith . #*,»■#»■***■ 2 
Ditto 2 

Irish A ir * 

Ditto * * . * 

Philipps . 

Do if fa * * , 

1'ttmbult . 

Horn ***** 

Kelly 

T. M. t Esq 




i 

1 

1 

2 

2 

1 

i 

l 
t 

Bishop .......... 3 

T. M,, E*q. Mfl *. 1 

Moore 1 

Kelly * i-t ******** 2 

Mri m Me Mut fan p , 2 
Stevenson ........ 2 

Horn * * . * * * 1 

I 

Stevenson ..*,*,** 1 

Moore ***** 3 

Dr. Clarke ...... 2 

Stevenson ,.*,*,«. 1 
Bishop 2 

*■ *, 1 


* • ■ * 


Smith ********** 4 . 2 
Moore ********** 1 
Stevenson . * * , , m * * 1 
Dr* Clu rke ****** 1 
Kemp ***** r * , * , * * 1 

Parry I 

Moore 2 

Dr. Clarke 2 

Stevenson .****<•« 2 

I -tit tO »*****,, a*** 2 

Kelly 1 

Doyle, ****** 2 

Haifa* ( * 2 

Stevenson ***,,*.* 1 
Ditto 2 

Ditto ** * * I 

* * * 1 

**..**,.. I 


f.Hbdxn 

Moore 


I 


Stevenson *.*»*,** 2 

Moore 2 

Kelly , * 1 


fl * 
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D 
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6 
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6 
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0 

0 

0 

o 

o 

0 

0 

6 

0 

6 
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G 

G 
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0 
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0 

0 

6 

0 

0 

6 

0 

e 

6 

6 

f> 

0 

0 

a 


*#*•*< 


Taste IjJVf glad moinentn 
f J’hot shejjherdj sure, is he ******** * 
r |’liere J s not a joy thlM world can give* * 
There 's the bower ****,*********** 
They LiU me sleep ,*,,,.**;**«*..• 
"I'hjiik no more, love, of mir parting * * * * 
'Hft ) 1 fur from thee I’ni roving ****.,», 

Tho’ fate, nay girl ***** < ****** * 

Tho 1 gaily smiley the opening spring * * 
Tho’ winter frowns **,**♦♦, ******** 
Thou bast sent me a flowery baud * * * * 
Thunder-bolt frigate ,*.,**,*,****, 

Thy gentle manner*. ***** 

Thy i*sis ****** * * 1 * * * * * ■<**•*■**■ ** 

Thvrza ******** 

’Tis love that should rule die breast * . 
J Tis Love, *tis Love, .*,*■**.*.*..** 
’Tis wine alone can banish care *..««* 
To Julia, weeping «,**•******..*•* 

Toll not the bell * * * * 

To love thee * * * * 

To the brook and the willow *,.**,*. 
Too eoon the flowers of spring may fade 

Triumph of Russia 

Trumpet of glory ****** 

’T was his own voice 

*T was on a wild and lonely ,.«,**,,** 

Tyrolese song 

U 1 rica 

Vitt^im 

Wake, maid of Lorn *. F ,.. MM *,.. 
Waters of Elle ,,***,*..*>.**,,,* 
What's life u ablest with Love. ******* 
When a man weds .***....* 4 **..*, 
Vf hence can you inherit *. 4 **.*,**.. 
When Charles was deceived* ****.,.** 
When fickle man for woman sighs* * , , 

When from thy sight, love * * * , 

When f first told inv Rosa 1 luv'd * * * . 
When I think of my own green glen 
When I went for a soldier .**«*,,**, 
When Leila touch'd the lute ******** 
When love getk in the youthful brain * * 
W'hen love and truth together play’d** 
W hen love was fresh from his cradle* , 

When midst the guy* ******* * 

When night was spreading o’er me * * * . 
When storm# disturb old ocean’s bed* , 
W hen the days of the summer ****** 
’When the girl of my heart ,,,,,***.* 
When the rose-bud of summer , * * , * * 

When time, who steals. ****** 

When twilight dews .*.*•***.*.* *,,* 
When woemi the bosom of mercy - * * * 
While parted from the youth ,*****.- 
Whilst I listen to thy voice *,,*.,.«** 
Whilst on the beach I wander 
Wh ite rose of honor ******** 

Who would not love ? ****** 

Why comes he not ,*,*,,*. 

William and Jan nett ****** 

Will you come to the bower r 
Wilt thou soy farewell, love ? 

Wind#, whiaper gently ****** 

Wnnuin’s power ending never*. 
Woman's smile **,*.**. ****** , , , 
Woman, who conquers till ***,,*. 

Woodbine cottage ***** 

Woodman 1 * cot* 

Woodpecker * * , * * 

Wreath you wove * * , ***** 

Ye banks and braes, {new edition). 

Y a light forms of fancy 
Yes, it is, love l .«,,,.****,*,*., 
Yes, thro' the wide world ......... 

Young Jessica ,.,*, *,**...,»*- 
Young love * . , . 

Young son of chivalry ,.*.****,.* 

Youth I adore 

Youth is but abort, ****** - *,,,,* « 
You watch’d the sunS ray **,,.** 

Zounds* my lad **.*.,.*.,***** 


fVahnisley 
.St v in son 
Ditto 
Ditto 


4 « <. . 

* * 'j i J 

***** 


Kemp , 4 

( / i)'f on *^,^»!**^.^*%^ • 
Dallas * * . 
Stevenson * 

Kelly 4I *,, 

Horn * . 
Moore .*.***...# 
Horn . 4 ,*P*** *•«< 
Attwood , , . * ***** . 
Stevenson ........ 

JValmisley * ****** . 
Kelly * 


* 1 * 


Stevensmi * , * 

Ditto 

Dallas , * , * . 

Mrs. Opie , » 

Stevenson ........ 

Kelly 

Ditto ............ 

Moore .......... 

Stevenson ...... * * 

kelly * * * , * * h * * * * . 
Moore .......... 


5 


£. fl. 

1 G 

1 0 

2 o 
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fi 
0 
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1 

3 
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1 

1 

T 

2 

1 

1 

1 

2 

2 

u 

"■> 

\ 


Cooke 


1 t> 


Ditto 2 0 


* ■ * * * 


* * * * 


****** 


Stevenson .*.■**.. 
Stevenson 

Ditto 

Horn ■, r . * * * * 

B rl 

Muorc * . •■ 

Krlly 

Ditto 

Ditto 

Turnbull ..... * * 
Horn ^ . 

Moore .......... 

Hot n .4 .*«.*...* 

Philipps ........ 

West 

Moore ..,*...* 1 * 
Stevenson ........ 

44 B**#,,,,** 

Kiathnark , ..**♦** 
Dr. Clarke ...... 

Stevenson 

Moore •*.... , .. 

$ feint son ........ 

Howell .......... 

King ... 

Stevenson * . * 

Doyle * - 

Keltyl 

Cooke ........ . . . . 

Smith ............ 

Sanderson . * * 

7 , M., Esq. ...... 

Moore .......... 

Stevenson .,*,**** 
K earns .......... 

Parry * 

Cooke .*,*,. .*...* 
Stevenson ........ 

Kelly 

Ditto ... * ...... 

Moore .......... 


2 0 


6 

6 

0 

0 

6 

6 

0 
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6 
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0 

0 

A 
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0 


2 

2 

1 

0 
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2 
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2 

1 
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o 


2 0 


1 

2 

l 

1 

1 


Burns 
JDlfy , 
Cf(fton 
Mrs , — 


ft * ■ -ft * 


Moore . » 
Ditto . 4-4 

King *4.. 

Cooke. . . * 
Dallas *, . 
Welsh Air 

Cooke * * , . 
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1 

1 
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1 
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fi 
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0 


a 

6 
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0 

6 

0 

G 

G 

0 

0 


2 0 


li 

G 
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0 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


DUE'k’fs. 


A a ! wiy i f the glance Black 1 

A Im l poor L ubi n Stevenson * , 1 

As with slow-moving; our King . * * * * , , 2 

Catherine * * * . Lady C. Stewart * . 2 

Chieftain * . , . * * . , . Stevenson 2 

Ciiink-a-ehiuk *. 9 + 9t * Horn * * , , . • l 

Come, friend I y night Lioius *,*.*».,.* I 

Come* all ve youths •**«*• n Harris 2 

Congenial to friends , . * * . * *„* Stevenson *....*,* 2 

Could a mat! be secure {new edithn), * * * * 1 


Dear, in pity .......ttiu.M, 

I> rug on % ,**. .... 

Dress, with me, the myrtle bower 


Faithful love * , * , 
Fare thee well I, * , 
Flowers in the east 


Party 

Ditto 

Kelli/ 


I leave one sigh + 

Here is (lie lip . ,*, .,***.., 

He J a gone, ait ! me • ,*»*.. ..**.*. . * 

II ow happy pass'd monies: pleasant dream 

If fortune smile ******* 

In search of glory .*,,**,*.■ *..*.**, 
Invest my head with fragrant rose . * , . 


Horn . * * , 

Moore * , 
A" entp . * . * 
Sanderson 


Kelly * , * 
I ~ookc * * * 
Stevenson 


1 

2 

2 

t 

1 

2 

2 


Dr, Clarke 
Moore * , * 

Ditto 

Jackson 
Stevenson . 
Ditto 


Cl 

0 

2 

1 

2 
o 


d< 

o 

G 

0 

0 

o 

0 

G 

o 

u 

o 


Stevenson , v . * . , , 1 C 
Smith G 0 
Stevenson * t , . * , * * 1 (J 


Edmund of the Eiill Ditto , , * . * ...... 1 fl 


2 O 

2 0 

3 (I 


0 

0 

O 

fi 

6 

0 

O 


Joys that pass away . * * , . . * ■ Moore 2 t> 

_/ - | 

Lady, by Cupid's darts I swear , , * * . 

Life-boat *.***,****..*. 

Love and the sun-dial ******** * . . , . 

Love in thine ey vs {new edition) . *** 

Loyp, my Mary, dtoelt* 

Love, wand'ring thro' the golden maze 


(i 

ti 

0 

o 

o 

o 


. r I- 

Mount not, silly mortal* ************ Stevenson 2 u 

Nights of music i*ii Moore ** + * + .*.*,- 2 (r 

No ! never shall my soul forget* Stevenson • **■**.,* 3 6 

Now bright July to pleasure calls * * * * Horn *,...*,*>,* * 2 0 

O dim la weep J, M, Harris ***** * 2 O 

Our first young love . . * * Moore 2 O 


Feuee l **,*„*,.***.***.**.*.♦*.. 4 * Stevenson 


2 O 


■fe # V ■ 


Send home those long strayed eyes 

Should we be frm'ed to part. 

Song of war ii*.*,..*.*,, ******** 

Sparkling fountains 

Su r prise. 

Tell me where i& fancy bred ?,****.,. 

Ditto ditto ******** 

Thai I tio longer wish to rove. 

Tlii i jk on me . 
Th ref silent u nods *..i.*,.****.«..<. 
Time has not tliimdd {new edition) , , 
Tit bits « * 4*411 


Ditto * * * * 
Cooke * • .<, 
Moore , . 
Stevenson 
Ditto •* * 


1 

2 

3 

3 

1 


* * 


Together let us range the fields 


*»* * * 


Turn to this heart* 

Woke thee, my dear ****** 

Warrior's soul is all in arms 1 
Well -a- day 1 ********** f ****** , 

When in Languor sleeps the heart * * * 
When Jove from the skies *.*.,,,,* 
When war unfurls Jus banner bright * 
W here is the light from Lam's tower ? 
W hile parted from the youth 1 love . . * , 
Wilt thou say farewell, love ? 

Wine to cheer 

Would you gain by art ?****.*««•■ * 
V oung rose ■ . *.,*,, 


Id i tto **-*.. , *.**. « 
Arranged by Bishop 
Stevenson * * . * * * * * 

Ditto 

King * 

Jackson .»m .**,*. 

Cooke, 

Dr . Boyce, *..**., 
Horn 


Moore 
Cooke . * * 
Horn * * * 
Stevenson 
Horn , * * 
King * . * 
Stevenson 

K itlg m P p • p * 

Bishop ,.** 
Parry * « . . 
Kelly ****** 

Moore * , p * 




I 

1 

l 

1 

0 
« 

2 

1 
3 

I 

1 

2 

l 


6 

o 

0 

o 

<> 


2 0 
2 o 


1 6 

2 Q 

2 0 
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6 

t> 

0 

G 

0 

0 

6 

G 

6 

6 


2 (I 


ii 

6 


2 0 


GLEES. 


A broken cake **,,*,.**.**** 
A llen-a- Dale ****** ******* 
And will he not come again* * * , 
A rcher's glee **************** 
Awake ! Apollo cal la .****.*. 

Bn oks of Allan water 
Blithe are the bowers of Mosirllai 
Blest were the days .**.****,. 
Boat trio — •** Row gently, row ” 
B uds of Roses .***,.,*,,.*., 


Stevenson ,*..«*.• 2 
Horn ************ 2 
Stevenson ,*,*».*! 1 

fit tto 1 

Ditto 1 

fiiiwes ,******>ti ■ i - : - 

JiW/y ************ 2 

Stevenson ******** 2 

Pii/o * 2 

Ditto.* 2 


Canadian boat-smig ****^. ._,,*,*,., Moore ******,»,. 3 

Cease not yet, sweet bard ! Stevenson **,***.. 2 

Come, buy my cherries, See. Ditto * . 2 

Come, follow me Ditto,.,.****.,,* 5 


Day set on NorhairTs castle sleep f ... Lord Burgher sh * * 3 

Doubt thou iheatur* are fire. Sitvemo/t **.,.,.* J 

Ella Ditto 2 

glee. * # *,*, ( ****** *, Ditto ,...,,**** 5 

1 :iir and False Lord Burghersh . * 2 

Fill, 0 l| the gablet *4 A t/hner * .***,*,,« I 

Finland lov e-song Moore .**•**.*«* 2 


liive me the limp Stevenson 


Happy love *.,**,.**,,*.**,., 

lfark 1 the bell is ringing 

ffark ! thro' the long resounding 
I ferp'.E the 1 jovver ******* ***,, t i 
Hermits* **.**.**,*,,,,,,.*** M 
Holy be the pilgrim's sleep.* . t . . 

! mark’d not eyes ****., ,.****. 


. * * * Ditto 

* * * , Ditto - 

hulls King ...*..«*«*.. 

* * * . Stevenson ******** 

, * . t Ditto 

*4*4 Moore 

* * . , Stevenson * * 


5 

2 

■ 

ct 

1 

2 
3 
5 

2 


Lonely isle 


Horn 


3 


d* 

0 

0 

6 ' 

6 

0 

0 

0 
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0 
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G 
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o 
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6 

o 

O i 

0 i. 

G 

6 

0 j! 

0 
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o ! 


Merrily O ! ,*,*,*,,*, .« ,.*.,**,* 
Mountain cot. ***.***,******* *.*.** 

Nor throne of etate ********* * ***** * 
Now is the merry month of May , , * * , , 
Now let the warrior wave his sword* * * . 
Now the star of day is high ,,.**,*,,* 

Ocean king .**.,*****,*..**.***-* 

O h ! lady fiu r 1 ****** 

Oh ! stay, sweet fair 

Oh I tell me, pilgrims 

Kaifle the song ******* 

Ruderigh Vick- Alpine* ****«,*....., 

Sigh not thus, oh ! simple boy **.*,. 
Sir Rowland the brave .***.**. ****.. 

Soldier, rest ! , * 

Song that lightens the languid way. * . * 
Spirit of Bliss ****** *,*.*,,**. pii» 
Sweet lady, look not thus again *,-.** 

This is love 

r I'i u^tingle * * ***..,.* 4 **....** . 
Tin done l the fatal deed .*,.*,**.. 
To the brook and the willow *.**,**« 
To thy lover , ***** 

Under the greenwood tree .......... 

U nder the hawthorn tree *.*«•• .... * . 

Up, quit the bower 

Wake, Rosa, wake (serenade) **,.*. 
We fairy folk* , * * * 4 * 4 ■ * * *•*.••. * * 
W bcu time, who steals our years. , , . * * 
Where shall the lover rest ? **,.***..* 
W hy so pale ? ,*..**...***.**-» * * * 

Wood nymph * * * * 

Wreaths of flowers 


f. dm 

Stevenson 2 C 

Pickards •*,,,**. 2 u 

Kelly 1 G 

Stevenson .*.*».** 5 0 

Moore ***** 2 b 

Stevenson ........ 3 0 

West * . * 2 0 

Moore 3 O 

Stevenson .*****.. 3 O 
Ditto * , 2 (> 

Stevenson * 1 6 

Horn . 3 0 

Moore ..,.*.**.* 1 6 

Stevenson *.*.,**. 2 b 
Kemp **..**...*** 2 G 

Moore *.L. 3 0 

Lord Burgher sh ..3 0 

Stevenson 3 0 

Moore ,. .* 4 . .... 3 G 

Horn 2 0 

Lord Burgher&h * . 2 6 

Stevenson ..•<*<•. 2 6 

Ditto - 2 0 

Ditto 2 ti 

Ditto ..... 4 .*..., 1 b 

Attwood* l 2 b 

Bartlett .*...**. 2 G 

St event on 2 o 

Phelps 2 (i 

Stevenson .*..***. 2 O’ 
Lord Burghershr * . 2 ti 

Smith 2 G 

SfmnfOM * ^ b 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


NEW PIANO-FORTE WORKS, d c. 

A * la.! If * 


GRAND SESTETTO for Piano-Furfe, two Violins, Tenor, Viol micella, and- Double Bass, in which is in- 
troduced *he admired Air, “ Tis the last Hose of Summer* 11 ' /.'■** .'*; S 0 

¥ ' ' 1 *1 i I *■ B ■ * a | ' 

- Piano-Forte part , , *, . *,, , **» , . * , , , * ** * * • * , * »*(*■,* »•*.'***•*»*•* 6 0 


s. d. 

ALLEGRETTO et Ynlce*, , ; Kidhnark ■■ . . .. 2 ■ 0 

A Temple to F riendshlp ,*, »•»<**-*« ******** 2 0 

Aria and Waluer, inscribed to G, - * * * * 

G. Ferrari, Violin Accdltfp**** *v 2 

Banks of Allan Water . * * . * - * * * . * * * • Chipp 2 0 

Batti, butti, o be l Musette* Flute ac- 
companiment ,. f ' Little 3 0 

Bi rd-cutcher .. Mozart '1 6 

Blaize et Babel . . , * r* * . 4 * *’*• * * , > * * *, < * • » £ 0 

Cease your fii a-fiing j - u * * * , - * + * * * * *. 2 0 

Cogat/a, u Sonata * 31 Yiolui Accornp* > 5 O 

Come chase that starting- tear ,*..,**, Hate staff **.**.*,£ O 

Conway Ferrv «,***«»*»•* * * • * / J nrry '..***,...* T 6 

Devonshire \V eltz * . , . , ****** * v. Voigt * * . * * ****** * '1 6 

Di piacerrni balsa* Flute Accomp Little ********** 2 O 

E veleen’s Bower **», »******. *•***« fVoelJl *..** 4 **.. 2 ~ 0 

Fan taste ,..***. Gladstones ****** 2 G 

Fly not yet *.**.♦ ,*■,..***, * Woel/l 1 * - 4 *...** * 2 0 , 

Gelinek’a Air from 11 Alceste." ****** ***-;*** + . ******* 2 6 

“ Air” in C * ***** 2 G 

— _ *< Artsi 1 ^ iTi f~ ^ 0 

~ - - * rl I (U til *■■**»* # # * # # i |fi|#|tiii ■ V 

— — " ■ “ Minuet 11 from Le Nozze 

Disturbate * --*.*****2 0 

— “Waltz 1 ', , * ,***.«.,,** * 2 u 

Gladstane’s Grand Sonata, with Orchts- 

traiadtoBjAnimente ,•,»*,..**..***•*. G G 

— — — - it ithout accornps. ,** h * >f ***.. M ,. t 4 G 

Glow dl Glow .**,*,,*,*(** ,**(,** Cooke . . * * . *•«***• 2 0 

Go where glory waits thee ********** Corri j , ,.***•** 2 0 

Guaracha W al tz ,. * * j ************ * Little* 3 ft 

Hurmonioua Blacksmith (new edition) Handel *, *****, .+ J ft 
Holder’s “ Divertimento . 11 Op. 46. 

to M fs . L, Id. ■**#■*. *■*,,,***** *i*i <■*■*****•***• 2 0 
- — ** Sonata / 1 Op. 47# to Mias s t \i ■ ■ i 5 

Emily Tower ****.£ 6 

Howell's l J rogre.fsive Sonatinas *,*,.* 4 0 1 

*f’ai de la rdiaon Gtlinek *.*««*.**, '2 0 

La Belle Hear iette *.**.*,,*.*,*.*, Holder *.,,.***** 2 Q 
l>a bel le Roaa **»***.***..,.,. . * . . Ditto *,****.,,, 3 - 6 

La ci Harem Ge/iwe/r **. *..***.* 2 0 

■ Flute accompaniment* . *« Little* * ,* f * , 1 * **. 1 1 6 

Lai 1 v Mary , . « . * -* ( t . * * * • ■ « * i/anst/i ~ * , * * * , . * 1 6 

La Gavotte de Veatcas, Flute nccomp, 2 0 

La Petit Somite* Op* 45* .!*..***** * Holder *....**..* 1 G 
LT iy [iienee ***.*. * 4 *«,*.« ***,*,*. Von lisch .*,.,,,* 2 G 
Lieber Augustine ***,.*.***..*.,*** Geiinek .*.*..,*,* 2 0 

L’Oifceau de Venus. *.**.**,..,*.. * Kiallmark -,.*,.** 2 6 


m ■ # * a t » « • 


* m m * ■ !> ■ 4 * « 1 4 ■ 


Little’s 


isea on Pittuo- forte, 


Minuetto, Flute accornp* ** 




Mozart’s Grand March « * .*****»,, * 
— • — - — - Military Waltz, Fluteaccom. 
Sonata* Op, 19 * Harp and 


* 

Net cor pi ft non mi seuto 


* mm m a m m ■ » m 


Cooke ..i^it,*,**. 

1 

2 

If 

0 

Jansen «* t * »«*-** 

,i 

G 

VonEsch 

0 

fi 


1 

ti 

Dibdin * 

1 

G 

Lanza 

k > 

■fir 

0 

Gelinek * * 

2 

0 

Meizkr . , * 

i ' 1 * * ■ 

1 

6 

Weippert 

0 

0 

Hum me ll ***«,**• 

0 

it 

Gelinek ********** 

2 

ft 

Latour i.*. 4 » m ** 

3 

ft 

Little 


ri 

A 'hill mark ........ 

0 

*sH 

0 

Little ...... ,.#*** 

^2 

11 

Holder * * * 

3 

ft 

Hnmmell * * * 

it 

iV 

ti 

'Gelinek *,,**,.**. 

n 

fifii 

fi 

Ditto * * , , i * * . * * * • 

O 

0 

Ditto ,***,*,» 4 * 1 . 

1 

6 


Queen of Prussia’s Waltz 

1 Rode’s Air, variations *.*.,...*,*** Ljsaghtt * * 

Jtow gently here * * . * Eurestaff * 

St, Patrick's Day "Logier ■ , * . 

Scot’s wlia hae wf Wallace .***.*,...- Voigt . * * , , 
Sicilian Dance **...* *.,*,** Little 

Sici liana and Pol lucca * , , t 'Schuks . * * 

SojiJiy .*■**.*. ^ RrirrowfCJ * 

Sun Flow er , , * * * * . * . * * . * ^ * Humnscll # 

Sweet Richard Parry 

Syren , , * . * $chuU , * , 

? ema and Waltz * Holder * * * 

u che accendi, Flute accotup. ,**..-. Little * * . * , 
"Turn again, Whittington, withacccui- 


2 6 


— — — ■ — - without acccmps. 

Tyrolese Air **,.*..**.*.,,** ... 
V alse Fruiifoise, *** < 

Venetian Air 

When love was a child 


Lysaght ******** . . 

2 

ft 

4 * 4 * 444 , 


ft 

»■ Logfcr 

2 

ft 

> Foi^t , i . * * * , , • 1 4 * 

l 

ti 

IiVt/f * * 

.2 

0 

'Sehuks 

3 

ft 

Bnrrottcj , * 

2 

ft 

//rim me// »«**.**. 

0 

w 

6 

Pr^rrjy 

il 

«• 

ft 

><7i ttlz 

O 

■U 

J* 

i/o/dcr ****,.**•■ 

3 

ft 

L/ft/c 

2 

ft 

Turniw//. * ******* . 

3 

6 


0 

6 

GV/iiitfi ****.,**.. 

2 

6 


l 

G 

Hnmmell .***.* * * 

! 

ft 

Are# 

3 

0 

Kiailmark * 

2 

G 

Bnrrowei * 

0 

V 

6 


^ e Cambrian Y outh^ , , , • Parry 

Young Love Burrowes 


2 (* 
2 6 


drltitr anti 33(ano=d?orte* 

j. tl , If 


Batti, batti, 0 bel Masetto Little 2 

Di placer mi bulza il eor Little *.,*,.**** £ 

Fra tante Angoscie, Flute Accomp , . * Little ******,*,,,, 1 

<4ia la mensu et Bmvi Coj^i Ram * . * * Coggins . * , * 2 

Hornpipe danced by Mad, Milanie. * . . Cooke 3 

La ci damn la msho Little*. *.*.****,., 1 

Mozart’s Military Waltz MvtzUr *..**.*.,, 1 

O Dolce C once n to . . * * — ****.**., Burrowes Nicholson 2 


St d t 

0 Dolce Concento **.,,,** ** »*«* Fimy 3 u 

Nightingale ,*,,,,...* . T #*.**«.*. * Parry . * 3 D 

1 *urry’s Six Divertimentos ******** * * * - 5 0 

Polrmoise •»»• ****** i * * * ,. M Meizler ***«.*..*. 3 t> 

Thiatie Grove **.***,-. * * Coggins..: £ G 

Thrush ********** * * * . J * - - * *' Parry : ******* ***** 3 A 

Ye>tm’ Gavotte. Flute aoqotup. * , , , Little ,,**/«*.,*** 2 O 
When the Rosebud Kiailmark .»**.,** 2 G 


$&o$nvl’$ (Dttcftttrcjt* 

A iSew and corrected Edition, with Elute and Violoncello Accompaniments. 

x. d. II 


Co*l fan tutti * * * * « .,*.***,,**,*, * 1 6 

Ditto, with accomp. **,.,*,***,*,,, ^ „***•*****,.,_ . 2 6 

Idomeneo ., ( ,* t ;; iit i tk4t ,, ( I $ 

Ditto, with uccoiup.*-, ,* , ,,, 9 6 

M Direttor I 6 

Ditto, with uccomp, g 

1 1 Don GIot anni 


Ditto, with accornp* 


11 FUuto Magico l 

Ditto, with accornp* * * * * * . * * * * * £ 

11 Semglio * * * * 1 

D itto, with uccomp. 2 

La C lemenza di Tito 1 

Ditto, with accornp** , * * . ***.,.** , « * 2 
Le N ozze di Figaro * *,*,,,,.,*,**, , .*»■*.« 4 **.*-** - 1 
Ditto, with uccomp* * * , * * * * * *•* *•* * * * •• ■ . * * * 2 


s, r L 
l 6 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


<0liertucr5* 


Henry the Fourth, with accompaniments for 

Flute and Violoncello P . * „ . . . . .#*#»*«» Martini 
with Flute accompaniment , , 


u II Ratio di Proserpina/* with accomp. 

for Flute and Violoncello .. . Winter 

** 11 Tancredi,” with accompaniments 

for. Flute and Violoncello Rossini 

with Flute accomp 


Lodoiska, with accompaniments for Flute 
and Violoncello Krevixer 
with Flute Accompaniments, 


Bride of A bydoe Kelly . . . * 

All in the dark B, Livtus, 


Esq. 


* * 


s* d, 
4 0 

3 0 

3 6 

Z 6 

% G 

2 0 
1 6 

2 0 
9 0 


Caliph of Bagdad Lanza , 

Conquest of Taranto Kelly*** 

First Attempt * „ . Cooke , . * 

F lodden Field Dit to * * . 

Florence Macarthy * Cooke - * . 

Frederick the Great, . Pli( * (1(lt|(tt Ditto . * * 

Harlequin Whittington . . * , Ware , * P 

High Notions . .*4.,* *** Parry** * m 

Medley , * Logier 

Plots King , , , 

Successful Cruise, . P i,. 1 PP , P t Miil , Sanderson 
Valley of Diamonds Corri , . * . 


$* d. 

2 0 


2 

9 

2 


9 

2 

2 

2 

2 

2 


mmm* 


Four Waltzes. Sets l, S, and 3, by M. Schoeng en 

Four Waltzes, 44 The Wood-Hill,” 

* 4 Clifton/ 1 * f Cattle Mahon/ 1 and 
44 Charlemorit/’ by, **.*•**.,**. * T , Holt. * , . , , 


s. d. 
I 0 


1 6 


National Waltz and Six others, as 
danced by the Misses Dennett, com- 
posed by Mitt H.M . Dennett 

Three Waltzes, 14 The Cohourg,” * 

** The Anglesea,” and “ The Sarah 

Ann,” composed by « • • • Augustus Metres 


jButfartijs ©uaUrtUcjs, See, 


J, Power, has tie honour to siihounte to the Nobility and Gen try T 
Messrs. Mu?ard t Collinet, and Mkhau, ihu exclusive 

lUh Set, with Flute Accomp., dedicated to the Duchess of 

Somerset, + . 

19th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princess JBaterbszy , * , , 
13th Set, with ditfo, dedicated to Counters St* Antonio 
14th Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Ball, Carlton 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton ; composed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated to His Most 
Gracious Majesty George the Fourth 

15th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Miss Seymour . 

1 6th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codrington *..444 
17 th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Couni fas St. Antonio 
*** The subjects of this set from “LaGazza LadnC 


4 

4 

4 


0 

Q 

0 


Subscribers to ihc Hulls at Alm&rk’s and the Arpyil Rooms, that ha has purchased from 
Copyright of all die QoadriUet and Watties composed by them tbia season. 

d, 

■ ■ 

18th Set, with Flute Accomp,, dedicated to the Hon, Mrs* 

Beaumont 4 

iflth Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess of WemysaJ 

and March PP n.4 ,. * 4 

20 th Set, composed expressly for, and most humbly dedi- 
cated to, the Duke of Devonshire* and the Noble 
and Hon* Members of the Ball Committee at 
the King’s Theatre for the relief of the Distress’d 

Irish 4 

2 ! at Set, with Flute Accomp. dedicated to Lady Pet re 4 


4 

4 

4 

4 


0 

0 

0 

0 


iWtt0arb’0 Saltiest. 


fith Set, with Flute Accomp, * 2 G 

7 th Set, Ditto . .** * 2 G 


8 th Set, Ditto (Nouvelles Maxncss) . 2 

0 th Set, Ditto * . . . , * * 4 , * . * . . 1 . . . . ♦ . 2 


33aner$ 


J* Power's Pocket Edition of Quadrilles, as danced at tire 
Argj le Rooms, AI mack’s, dr.. Books 1 to 7 . .each .... 

J* Powefi select Dances No V. containing 44 The Caro- 
liiift' T __>f Pupageno” — 14 Highland Laddie” — “ Gavotte 
de Veatria** — 11 Iran hoe 1 ' and 44 Exmonth Waltz/’ — * . . , 


3 y 


1 0 


Ditto, No* VI* containing lf Echo Dance”— 44 Eclipse 
"Waltz 1 * — “ Dr. Syntax”—** 4 Burlington Arcade’ 1 — 

“ Waring Waltz” — and <( Captive Bird, (fa be confirmed.) 1 

J, Power 1 * Collection of Dances, Waltzes, Quadrilles, fye mf 
for I820, 1821, 1822, and 1823, with Flute Accomp. *. 2 


Sums for fEftjo performers 


Bagatelles * - . P ******* * * , Little 3 

Cease your funning ***,*.*,****..*# Bennett . * . * * . » * • * 3 

Di tiinti paipiti * , . * ..,*■* .... . Bennett ... «,**.. * 2 

Flow on thou shining River .♦♦,.,*• R ies 3 

Hope told a flattering tale ...**,.444 Bennett ll>PIP *p P , 3 
Lts Belles Be rg£ res, with Harp Accom- 
paniment Little 4 

Ditto, without Accompaniment *»,*. . 3 

Oh Lady Fair Burrowes 0 


a* 
0 
C 
C 
6 
6 




0 

0 

6 


Those evening bel Is * . . ..... . Ries 

Ov, 4 ‘ 11 Tancredi” 

Do. Do- with Accomp. Flute and Violoncello 
Overture and Selections from Mozart’s 
celebrated Opera 14 11 Flaulo Magico” 
arranged from the original score, by .,.- 1 /, H . IJttle 

Book ). . - . * 

Books 2, 3, 4, and 5 each 




- * * » 
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2 
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NEW HARP MUSIC. 


Banks of Allan Water 

Brussels Waltz 

Cumbrian Y outh 

Crudel Perchi, See- Harp and Piano-Forte , * 

Drink to me only with thine eyes 

Eveleen’a Bower (from the Irish Melodies] . * . * 

Hilton House PP . 

Introduction and Polonaise (llarpandP.- Fort el 

Legacy (from the Iriah Melodies) 

Merch Metnn 

My love is like the red, ted ro*e * 

Mu nich Waltz, &o. * . t . * , , * * 


Chipp ♦ 
Holden 
Parry , 
Chipp * , 
Weippert 
Chipp . 
Weippert 
Chipp 
Chipp . . . * 
Miss Dibd in 
Hummell * * 
Hu mm tU * . 


r. d, 

2 6 
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2 
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0 softly sleep Dhi . . * 

Peace be around thee (from the National Airs) Hummell 

Rhenish Air .... * Weippert 

Sly Patrick, Fantasia and Variations .***.* Bochsa . 
Sun-flower, the (from the Irish Melodies) . . .* Hummell 

Sweet Richard Parry 

Three Waltzes* Harp and Piano-Forte Hummel 

'Tis the last Rose of Summer * Chipp 

Venetian Air - , Hummell 

To Ladies eyes * Ditto ,* , 

\V e’ re a' N oddia , P , * * * * * * * Chipp 
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• * * * 
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anfatrtteement. 


If I had consulted only my own judgment, this Work would not have been 
extended beyond the six Numbers, already published ; which contain, per- 
haps, the flower of our national melodies, and have attained a rank in public 
favour, of which I would not willingly risk the forfeiture, by degenerating, 
in any way, from those merits that were its source. Whatever treasures 
of our music were still in reserve, (and it will be seen, I trust, that they are 
numerous and valuable) I would gladly have left to future poets to glean, 
and, with the ritual words “ tibi trade ” would have delivered up the torch 
into other hands, before it had lost much of its light in my own. But the 
call for a continuance of the work has been, as I understand from the Pub- 
lisher, so general, and we have received so many contributions of old and 
beautiful airs*, the suppression of which, for the enhancement of those we 
have published, would resemble too much the policy of the Dutch in 
burning their spices, that I have been persuaded, though not without 
considerable diffidence in my success, to commence a new series of the 
Irish Melodies. 

T. M. 


* One Gentleman, m particular, whose name 1 shall feel happy in being allowed to mention, has 
not only sent us near forty ancient airs, but has communicated many curious fragments of Irish poetry, 
and some interesting traditions, current in the country where he resides, illustrated by sketches of the 

Tt 

romantic scenery to which they refer; all of which, though too late for the present number, will be 
of infinite service to us in the prosecution of our task. 


PHntrd by W, CLOWES, 
NoithiimhcrLiiml^oiirt, Strand, LchhIoil 
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My gentle Harp ! 

As slow our Ship 

In the Morning of Life ......... 

When cold in the Earth 

Remember thee / 

Wreath the Bowl 

Whene’er I see those smiling Eyes . ■ 

If thou ’It be mine 

To Ladies’ Eyes 

Forget not the Field 

They may rail at this Life 

Oh for the Swords of former Time ! 
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And yet,s\nre last thy chord resounded, An hour of peace and triumph 







MY GENTLE HARP 


5 


Air — The Coina or Dirge. 


I. 

MY gentle Harp ! once more I waken 
The sweetness of thy slumb’ring strain * 

In tears our last farewell was taken, 

And now in tears we meet again. 

No light of joy hath o'er thee broken, 

But, like those Harps, whose heavenly skill 
Of slavery, dark as thine, hath spoken — 

Thou hang'st upon the willows still. 

II. 

And yet, since last thy chord resounded, 

An hour of peace and triumph came. 

When many an ardent bosom bounded 
With hopes— that now are turu’d to shame. 
Yet even then, while Peace was singing 
Her halcyon song o’er land and sea, 

Tho’ joy and hope to others bringing. 

She only brought new tears to thee. 

III. 

Then, who can ask for notes of pleasure, 

My drooping Harp, from chords like thine ? 
Alas, the lark’s gay morning measure 
As ill would suit the swan's decline ! 

Or how shall I, who love, who bless thee. 
Invoke thy breath for Freedom’s strains, 
When ev’n the wreaths, in which I dress thee, 
Are sadly mix’d — half flow’rs, half chains ! 

IV. 

But, come,— if yet thy frame can borrow 
One breath of joy — oh breathe for me, 

And shew the world, in chains and sorrow, 
How sweet thy music still can be ; 

How lightly, ev’n mid gloom surrounding, 
Thou yet can’st wake at pleasure s thrill — 
Like Memnon’s broken image, sounding, 

Mid desolation tuneful still * ! 


* Dimidio magiem resonant ubi Memnone chords, 
Atque vetus Thebe centum jacet obruta portis. 


Juvenal. 
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AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 


Air — The Girl I left behind me 


I. 

AS slow our ship her foamy track 
Against the wind was cleaving, 

Her trembling pennant still look'd back 
To that dear isle 'twas leaving. 

So loath we part from all we love, 

From all the links that bind us ; 

So turn our hearts, where'er we rove, 

To those we’ve left behind us ! 

II. 

When, round the bowl, of vanish'd years 
We talk, with joyous seeming, 

And smiles that might as well be tears, 
So faint, so sad their beaming ; 

While mem’ry brings us back again 
Each early tie that twin'd us, 

Oli sweet's the cup that circles then 
To those we’ve left behind us I 

III. 

And, when in other climes we meet 
Some isle or vale enchanting, 

Where all looks flow’ry, wild and sweet. 
And nought but love is wanting ; 

We think how great had been our bliss. 
If Heav'n had but assign'd us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 

With some we've left behind ns I 

IV. 

As travelers oft look back, at eve, 

When eastward darkly going, 

To gaze upon that light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing,- - 
So, when the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloom hath near consign’d us. 

We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that’s left behind us. 
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IN THE MORNING OF LIFE. 17 


Air — The Little Harvest Rose. 


J. 

IN the morning of life, when its cares are unknown, 

And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 

When we live in a bright-beaming world of our own, 

And the light that surrounds us is all from within ; 

Oh ’tis not, believe me, in that happy time 

We can love, as in hours of less transport we may ; 

Of our smiles, of our hopes, ’tis the gay sunny prime, 

But affection is warmest when these fade away. 

II. 

When we see the first charm of our youth pass us by. 
Like a leaf on the stream, that will never return ; 

When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so high, 
Now tastes of the other , the dark -flowing um ; 

Then, then is the moment affection can sway 
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 

Love, nurs’d among pleasures, is faithless a c they, 

But the Love, born of Sorrow, like Sorrow is true 1 

III. 

In climes full of sun-shine, tho’ splendid their dyes. 

Yet faint is the odour the flow'rs shed about ; 

Tis the clouds and the mists of our own weeping skies. 
That call their full spirit of ffagrancy out. 

So the wild glow of passion may kindle from mirth, 

But ’tis only in grief true affection appears ; — 

To the magic of smiles it may first owe its birth, 

But the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears 1 


18 


WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH. 


A I R — Limerick’s Lamentation . 


I. 

WHEN cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast lov'd. 
Be his faults and his follies forgot by thee then ; 

Or, if from their slumber the veil be remov'd, 

Weep o'er them in silence and close it again. 

And oh ! if 'tis pain to remember how far 

From the path-ways of light he was tempted to roam. 

Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star 
That arose on his darkness, and guided him home. 

II. 

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came 
The revealings, that taught him true Love to adore, — 

To feel the bright presence, and turn him with shame 
From the idols he darkly had knelt to before. 

O’er the waves of a life, long benighted and wild, 

Thou cam'st, like a soft golden calm o'er the sea ; 

And, if happiness purely and glowingly smil'd 
On his ev'ning horizon, fhs light was from thee. 

III. 

And tho’ sometimes the shade of past folly would rise, 
And tho' falsehood again would allure him to stray. 

He but turn'd to the glory that dwelt in those eyes, 

And the folly, the falsehood soon vanish'd away. 

As the Priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim. 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair, 

So, if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there ! 


* Our right to this fine air (the Lochaber 1 * of the Scotch) will, I fear, be disputed ; but, as it has been 
long connected with Irish words, and is confidently chimed for us by Mr* Bunting and others, I thought 1 
should not be authorized in leaving it out of this collection. 
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earth and first gem of the sea, I might hail thee 



with prouder, with 




happi — er brow. But oh! could I love thee more deepJy than now? 
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REMEMbER THEE! 


Air — C as tie Tirowctt. 


L 

REMEMBER thee! yes, while there's life in this heart. 
It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 

More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom and thy showers, 
Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours. 

a * ■ 

II. 

Wert thou all that I wish thee, great, glorious and free, 
First flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea, 

I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow, 

But, oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now ? 

III. 

No, thy chains as they torture thy b.ood as it runs, 

But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons — 

Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird’s nest, 
Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy breast! 
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WREATH THE BOWL. 


Air — Nor an Kitsa. 


I. 

WREATH the bowl 
With tlow’rs of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us , 
We’ll take a flight 
Tow’rds heav’n to-night 
And leave dull earth behind us! 
Should Love amid 
The wreaths be hid 
That J oy, th' enchanter, brings ls, 
No danger fear. 

While wine is near. 

We’ll drown him, if he stings us. 
Then, wreath the bowl 
With flow’rs of soul. 

The brightest Wit can find us ; 
We’ll take a flight 
Tow’rds heav’n to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us I 

II. 

’Twas nectar fed 
Of old, 'tis said, 

Their Junos, Joves, Apollos ; 

And Man may brew 
His nectar 

The rich receipt's as follows; — ■ 
Take wine, like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it well be blended, 

Then bring wit’s beam 
To warm the stream, 

And there’s your nectar, splendid ! 

So, wreath the bowl, <£e. 

III. 

Say, why did Time 
His glass sublime 
Fill up with sands unsightly, 

When wine, he knew, 

Runs brisker through, 

And sparkles far more brightly. 

Oh, lend it us, 

And, smiling thus,’ 

The glass in two we'd sever, 

Make pleasure glide 
In double tide, 

And fill both ends for ever! 

Then, wreath the bowl, $c. 
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wine like this. Let looks of bliss A_ round it well be blend - _ ed, Then 





bring Wits beam to warm the streain,Atu1 there s your Nectar, splendid! So 






wreath the howl w ith flowrs of soul The hright^est wit can find as; We II 





take a flight tow Yds Heavn to night, And leave dull earth be^hind us. 





iii -j 






Wreath the bowl with flowVs of soul The brightest wif cau 



"Wreath the bowl with flowVs of soul The brightest wit can 



Wreath . the bowl with flow rs of ?><hiT The brightest wit can 



Of*' 

s /sr 


_ x {ff//W 

' /hi/** 



Wreath the bowl witb flowers of soul The brightest wif can 


1 



1 




- — : 

R 

i— 


* m pH 

m n 

* A - p 

| 


FTST" 

— 


■to* 


■ 


II I «J I UH> / 


3$ . , 


. pA> 



find 


find 


find 


m 


tr 


find 


K- 


P=i 


£ 


m 


us t We 11 take 


i/ 1 1 ; V — ^ 

flight towrdslleayn to night, And 


us; We ll take a flight tow rds Heavn to night, And 



us* Well 


take 


flight tow rds Hearn to night, And 


/- 




i 


tc 


i 


us; We' 11 take a flight towrds Heavn to night, And 




£p 




fc 






7~_ 

leave dull earth be _ hind us . Should Lore a_mid the wreaths he hid, Which 



s m 







S; 


i '(P 

leave dull earih he - hind us* Should Love a_inid the wreaths be hid, Which 






— 

A ~P fc 

— r~ 

t 1 

F= d 


‘U ^ 


^ 

— i 




leave dull earth be_ hind us, Should Love a_mid the wreaths be hid, Which 

^ 4 ■ V- 




1 


7= 


. -i- -m 


r 




learedull earth be -hind us. Should Love a _ mid thewreaths be hid. Which 



■MH* 


/ 




I II J I U4 { 


\ 


:ia 

I 

. 

| f 

. "** | 1 f / f 


I* 9 J' » . . 1 ^ 


" f V rn J 


\ ^ " 0— 


-- £ 

^ U P — 

al— 

m #■ Vjx 


Mirth, th’Knchanter brings ns, No dan_ger fear, while wine is near, We’ll 


| -fH 

\ rrJ 

L 

V- — \ 1 . _A. . 

^ * — hr* — « 

■ e J— * 


- j- J b 


Mirth, tlv’ Enchanter brings us. No dan _ ger fear, wline' wine is near,We’ll 


. p - 

J J ftl 

_ ■ • * T* M“j 


f 


fe T- ! M : 

# 

i-E=£-f n 


Mirth, th’Enchant-er brings us , No dan _ ger fear, while wine is near, We’ll 


4 


7"\. 

* — f — 

■ i 




r 

• — f — i 


— 

m — 

m - — 

•— 

m — 

r — 

TTTT5 — 



^ 5 1 

IT .jL 



j- i 

y£L_ 










t r * 

h_ 




t- t . ^_i 

L 



j- 



i" b — 



if 


1 

-- -- - 1 

i 1 r 1 ^ 



r T 1 7 1 

W * ' 


Mirth, th’Enchant_er brings us. No dan _ ger fear, while wine is near, We’ll 






in 


rrt-^n r i 




ST 


t 






m 



: » w 

drown him, if he stints us. 1 hen wreath the bowl with flowrs of soul The 


..i. .5 n 


: l. 

" r P 1 i" — f*~ 

\ 

I 

rj * ' 

-j J * =3= 

-J — J1J — 


drown him, if he stings us. Then wreath the bowl with flowrs of soul The 


p x b 

a p J J ■ 

# *-# " # ’ : 

|Z» . f f = g =H* — -N- Lt ^r— 


J- V-^—=f 


— 2 \f — 1- — 1 J — J - 

! r IP 


drown him, if he stings us. Then wreath the bowl with flow rs of soul The 



f< S i I 

— ' a — 

r , ■■ m ^ 

=~J N j — , N 


R- 1 - - j - - ^ 




= l — 


drown him. if 


— 


he stings us. Then wreath the b\s>wl with flowrs of soul The 
s L 


% 



ir~ 


brightest wit can fiud us; We’ll take 



T 


5 


l -« t T t * 


_ „ , P 

a flight tow r els He av n to night, And 

V 




1 


V 




br i^test wit can find us*Weil take 


a flight towrdsHeavn to night , AnA 



brightest wit can find usjWell take a f light fowVdsHeavn to night, And 



brightest wit can find ns* We’ll take a flight tow rdsHea\n to night. And 







be hi ml us * 



leave dull earth be_hind us. 


























WHENE'ER I SEE THOSE SMILING EYES. 


41 


Am — Father Quinn. 

I. 

WHENE'ER I see those smiling eyes. 
All fill'd with hope, and joy, and light. 
As if no cloud could ever rise, 

To dim a heav'n so purely bright— 

I sigh to think how soon that brow 
In grief may lose its every ray, 

And that light heart, so joyous now, 
Almost forget it once was gay. 

II. 

For Time will come with all his blights, 
The ruin’d hope — the friend unkind — 
And Love, who leaves, where'er he lights, 
A chill’d or burning heart behind I 
And youth, that like pure snow appears, 
Ere sullied by the dark’ning rain, 

When once 'tis touch'd by sorrow’s tears, 
Will never shine so bright again ! 



IF THOU’LT BE MINE. 


Air — The fVimiowing Sheet. 


I. 

IF thou ’It be mine, the treasures of air, 

Of earth, and sea shall lie at thy feet ; 

Whatever in Fancy's eye looks fair 

Or in Hope's sweet music sounds most sweet 
Shall be ours, if thou wilt be mine, love * 

II. 

Bright flow’rs shall bloom wherever wc rove, 

A voice divine shall talk in each stream, 

The stars shall look like worlds of love, 

And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

m. 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high, 
Like streams, that flow from heaven-ward hills. 

Shall keep our hearts, like meads, that lie 
To be bath’d by those eternal rills, 

Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 


IV. 

All this and more the Spirit of Love 

Can breathe o’er them, who feel his spells ; 
That heaven, which forms his home, above, 
lie can make, on earth, wherever he dwells, 

As thou ’It own, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 


























I II J I U4 { 


\ 


46 






* 


■h- 




eye looks fair. Or in Hope’s sweet mu _ sic sounds most sweet, Shall ;be 



eye looks fair. Or in Hope's sweet mu _ sir sounds most sweet, Shall be 







47 


2" PEASE 



Bright flow rs shall spring- where ever we rove, A voice divine shall talk in each 




E 


tv 











7 ^ 

stream. The stars shall look like worlds of love, And this earth be all one 




stream. The stars shall look like worlds of love, And this earth be all one 

m 




i f 1 J . 





beauti «ful dream In our eyes, if thou wilt be mine, love! 

IV 


* g— 

»rrq 

* « 


g • g i~ 

U. k 

1 — E — 


K — 

Ed 







r 





r 

beauti -fill dream In our eyes, if thou wilt be mine, love! 






J- * jL • 




1 i i , 

— 


t" 1 

— « — * r 

p— =#=• q ^ 

— m 

HI 1 

— a 

* ■ 

j 




+ 04 - 




I II J I U4 { 


9 



N h j n M ^ ! t 




m 


K 



K 


K 




I m 9 

n 



To Ladies eyes a round, Rov, We cant re-fuse, we 

i= 


re 




¥ il i 



Hr a~ 


F 





bright eyes 'so a _ bound, Bov, Tis hard to rhuse, tis hard to chuse. For 

Jh 







„ ¥ * 

countless eyes that bright „ en This earth of ours, this earth of ours. But 
A ■ —m T* 



404 


t 



-N- 


fv 


tv 






N- 


49 


fill ihe cup,where eer. Boy, Our choice may fail, our choice may fait. Were 


—m r~ 


— 




— 




— 




— — 

Jr ! 



— 








*1 

[— j 


fll _ _ J m 




a 










^ ZL 'Z ~ 



- TL— 

m m 

■ 


s 9 ~ m — ■ -3 =.j 




5 


¥ 





is: 


co n. x t) i rito 

l\ ^ 






s 


i 


T 


a 




sure to find Love there, Boy, So drink (hern all! so drink them all! 




Some eyes there are, so ho ]y. They seem but givii.they seem hut givn, As 




* 


+ 04 - 



I II J I U4 { 


tO 


\ f c ~ i m 








V — - 


s 


fr 




j * r , 

some-,, oh! neer be^lieve themJVith tempting ray, with tempting ray^ Mould 



U'c c c 


/Tv 


hr- 



Cs — v 




k. 




lead us (God for_give them!)Tne o _ ther wav, the o _ ther way. But 




1 1 

S=1 

Z__J! 



fill the cup, where eer, Boy Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, We're 








?V 


= V = 


co n spirito . 


*V 


~f \ — — N- 

4 ■ J j 1 


\ 


Je 


sure to find Love there, Roy, So drink them all! so drink them all! 


TO LADIES' EYES 
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Air — Fugue a Ballagh 


I. 

TO Ladies' eyes a ro ind, boy, 

We can't refuse, we can t refuse, 

Tho’ bright eyes so abound, boy, 

Tis hard to chuse, 'tis liard to chuse. 

For thick as stars that lighten 
Yon airy bow’rs, yon airy bow'rs, 

The countless eyes that brighten 
This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 

But fill the cup — where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all F so drink them all ! 

II. 

Some looks there are, so holy, 

They seem but giv’n, they seem but giv'n, 

As splendid beacons, solely, 

To light to heav'n, to light to heav’n. 

W’hile some — oh ! ne’er believe them — 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray, 

Would lead us (God forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 

But fill the cup, $c. 

III. 

In some, as in a mirror. 

Love seems pourtray’d, Love seems pourtray’d, 
But shun the flattering error, 

'Tis but his shade, ’tis but his shade. 

Himself has fix’d his dwelling 

In eyes we know, in eves we know. 

And lips — hut this is telling. 

So here they go ! so here they go ! 

Fill up, fill up, $c. 
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FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 




Air — The Lamentation of Aughrim. 


I. 

FORGET not the field where they perish'd, 

The truest, the last of the brave, 

All gone — and the bright hope we cherish’d 
Gone with them, and quench'd in their grave ! 

II. 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Those hearts, as they bounded before, 

In the face of high heav'n to fight over 
That combat for Freedom once more ; — 

III. 

Could the chain for an instant be riven 
Which Tyranny flung round us then, 

Oh ! 'tis not in Man nor in Heaven, 

To let Tyranny bind it again ! 

IV. 

But 'tis past — and, tho’ blazon’d in story 
The name of our Victor may be, 

Accurst is the march of that glory 

Which treads o’er the hearts of the free. 

V. 

Far dearer the grave or the prison, 

Illum’d by one patriot name, 

Than the trophies of all, who have risen 
On Liberty's ruins to fame I 
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E_detis a _ bo\e. But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me! 




THEY MAY HAIL AT THIS LIFE. 


39 


Air — Noch homn shin dot 


I. 

THEY may rail at this life — from the hour I begafi it, 
I've found it a life full of kindness and bliss ; 

And until they can shew me some happier planet. 

More social and bright, I’ll content me with this. 

As long as the world has such eloquent eyes, 

As before me this moment enraptur’d I see. 

They may say what they will of their orbs in the skies, 
But this earth is the planet for you, love, and ine. 

II. 

In Mercury's star, where each minute can bring them 
New sunshine and wit from the fountain on high, 

Tho’ the nymphs may have livelier poets * to sing them. 
They 've none, even there, more enamour'd than I. 

And, as long as this harp can be waken'd to love. 

And that eye its divine inspiration shall be, 

They may talk as they will of their Edens above, 

But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

III. 

In that star of the west, by whose shadowy splendour, 

At twilight so often we’ve roam'd through the dew. 
There are maidens, perhaps, who have bosoms as tender, 
And look, in their twilights b , as lovely as. you. 

But, tho’ they were even more bright than the queen 
Of that isle they inhabit in heaven’s blue sea, 

As I never these fair young celestials have seen, 

Why, — this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

■i 

IV. 

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 

Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare, 

Did they want a supply of cold hearts for that station, 
Heav’n knows, we have plenty on earth we could spare. 
Oh think what a world we should have of it here. 

If the haters of peace, of affection, and glee, 

Were to fly up to Saturn’s comfortless sphere. 

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love, and me. 


* Tous les habitant de Mercure aoixt vifs. 

Pluraiitt des Mondes* 

fc La Terre pourra etre pour Venus I'etoile du berger et la mere des amours, comme Venus Test pour nous 

ib< 


OH FOR THE SWORDS OF FORMER TIME I 


Air — Name unknown. 


I. 

OH for the swords of former time ! 

Oh for the men who bore them, 

When, arm'd for Right, they stood sublime. 
And tyrants crouch'd before them ! 

When pure yet, ere courts began 
With honours to enslave him, 

The best honours worn by Man 

Were those which Virtue gave him, • 

Oh for the swords of former time J <£c. 


H. 

Oh for the Kings who flourish'd then * 

Oh for the pomp that crown’d them, 

m 

When hearts and hands of freeborn men 
W ere all the ramparts round them ! 

When, safe built on bosoms true, 

The throne was but the centre, 

Round which Love a circle drew, 

That Treason durst not enter. 

Oh for the Kings who flourish'd then ! #c. 
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No, I*— Price 15*. — Co«tfflirt*n£- 

Caro Ian's Concerto 

The pleasant Rocks 

Planxty Drury 

The Beardless Boy 

Co ichere Glory waits thee 

Remember the Glories of Brien the Brave 

Sirin / the Tear and the in thine Eyes 

Oh ! breathe not his name 

When he who itdores thee 

The Harp that once thro* Tara's flails 

Ely not yet / 

Oh ! think not my Spirits are always light 

Tho' the last Glimpse of Erin 

Rich and rare were the Gems she wore 

/is u Beam o'f r the Face of the Waters may glow 

The fleeting of the Waters 

No* 11 , — Price 15 **— -Containing 

St, Scnanus and the Lady 
How dear to me the Hour 
Take hack the virgin Page 

The Legacy — [U hen Hi Death / shall calm recline} 
The Dirge — ( How oft has the Benshee cried !) 
We may roam thro' this World 
Evefccn's Bower — ( Oh l weep for the Hour/ 

Let Erin remember the Days of old 
Silent) oh Moyle l be the Roar of thy Waters 
Come, send round the Wine 
Sublime the Warning 

Believe me, if all those endearing young Charms 

No* 1 11 -“"Price 15 **— Containing 

{lean dtibh Delish 
The snowy -breasted Pearl 
Planxty Johnstone 
Captain Megan 

Erin, oh/ Erin — { Like the bright Lamp J 
Drink to her 


Oh / blame not the Bard 

While on the Moon's Light 

When Daylight rfas yet sleeping under the Billow 

Before t he Bat t le — ( By t h e Hope with in us spring ing) 

After the Battle 

Oh l 'fi* sweet to think 

The Irish Peasant to his Mistress 

When thro ' Life unblest we rove 

It is not the Tear at this Moment shed 

' Tis believ'd that this Harp 


N q* IV. — Price 15*, — Containing 

Lome's young Dream— (Oh ! the Days are gone) 
The Prince's Day — ( Tho ' dark are our Sorrows/ 
Weep on, weep flu 
Lesbia hath a beaming Eye 
I saw thy Form in yon f Ifni Prime 
By that Lake whose gloomy Shore 
She is fur from the Land 
Nay, tell me not * 

Avenging and bright 
What the Bee is to the Floweret 
Love and the Novice i Here wc dwelt in holiest Bowers) 
J This Life is all chequer'd 


No. V. — Price 15** — Containing 


Thro ' Erin's Isle 
At the mid Hour of Night 
One Bumper at Parting l 
' Tis the last Rose of Summer 
The young May Moon 
The Minstrel Boy 
The Valley lay smiling before me 
Oh / had tcc some bright little Isle 
Farewell l but whenever yon welcome the Hour 
Oh ! doubt me not 
You remember Ellen 
Pd mourn the Hopes that leave me 


The Illustrations designed by T. StotharDj II* A., *Vc* <fr r< > ond engraved 


No* VI.— Price 1 5s, —Containing 

Come o'er the Sea * 

Has Sorrow thy young Days shaded ? 

No, nor more welcome 
When, first / met thee 
While History's Muse 
The Time I've lost in wooing 
Oh ! where's the Slave f 
Come, rest in this Bosom 
h Tis gone , and for ever 
I taw from the Beach 
Fill the Bumper /air 
I) rar Harp of my Country 

No. VII* — Price 15** — Containing 

My gentle Harp ! once more I waken 

As slow our ship her foamy Track 

In the Morning of Life, when its Cares are unknown 

When cold in the Earth lies the Friend thou hast lur'd 

Remember thee l yes, while there's Life in this Heart 

Wreath the Bowl 

Whene'er / sec those smiling Eyes 

If thou* ft be mine, the Treasures of* Air 

To L v dies Eyes a Round, Boy 

Forget not the Field where they perish'd 

They may rail at this Life 

Oh for the Swords of former Time l 

No* VIII,— Price \5$<- — Containing 

Ne'er ask the Hour 
Soil cm, sail on 
The Parallel 
Drink of this Cup 
The Fortune- teller 
Oh ye Dead / 

O' Donohue's Mistress 

The Echo , | 

Oh banquet nor 
Th re, thee, only thee 
Shall the Harp, then, be silent 
j Oh the Sight entrancing 

% 

by Mitan, Hose, fyc. $c* 



VOCAL MUSIC. 


o 


POPULAR NATIONAL AIRS. 


With Symphonies and Accompaniment by HENRY R. BISHOP, and Sir JOHN STEVENSON, Mus. Doc. 

THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 


No. I. — Price 1 2s . — Containing 

A temple to friendship Spanish 

All that’s bright must fade* . . . . , Indian 
Dost thou remem her Portuguese 

lare thee well Ithou lovely one \ . . Sicilian 

Flow on, th mi shining river! Portuguese 

Ob ! come to me when daylight sets Venetian 

Oft in the stilly night . . , . * Scotch 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty ...... Italian 

Should those fond hopes Portuguese 

So warmly we met <**..*.**, * r Hungarian 
Those evening bells. * Bells of St, Petersburg 
Hark ! the vesper hymn is stealing Russian 


No, II* — Price ISs.-^Canftriiiiii.g 

Cortic* chase that starting tear away French 
Common sense and genius Ditto 

Gaily sounds the Castanet * * * * . * Maltese 

Hear me but once French 

Joys of youth, how fleeting Portuguese 

Love anti Hope * ,,*„**.,*.. Swiss 

Love h ji hunter-boy Languedocian 

My harp has one tin changing themeSuJfdijA 
Oh ! oo, not e’en when first we lov’d Cashmerion 

Peace be around thee Scotch 

Then fare thee well English 

There comes a time German 


No. UL — Price lai.— Containing 


Bright be thy Dreams Welsh 

The Crystal Hunters Swiss 

Go then— ’tis vn\i\ 

Oh days of Youth ********* m F rench 


Peace to the SlumheFers, . , . Catalonian 

Row gently here Venetian 

Say what shall he our sport to-day Sicilian 
See the dawn from Heaven , Italian 


When first that Smile *,*.,.*• Venetian 
When Love was a Child Swedlti i 


When thou shalt wander. Sicilia}* 

Who'll buy my Love-knots . . Portuguese 


No* IV* — Price 13s * — Containing 


Farewell Theresa ... -»****.*, Venetian 
Go now and dream . . Sicilian 

Here sleeps tke Bard Highland 

How oft when watching stars, * Savoyard 
N e'er talk of wisdom 1 * gloomy school Muhratta 
Nets and cages, .Swedish 


Take hence the Bowl .Neapolitan 

Though ’tis all but a dream ..French 
’Ti» when the cup is smiling *. Italian 
When the first summer Bee ..German 
When through the Piazetta .^Venetian 
Where ihali we bury our shame Neapolitan 


# # * This Work is published in Royal Quarto, embellished with Illustrations, designed by T* STQTHARD, A ,, and 

engraved by CHARLES HEATH, J. MITAN, and C. MARR. 

• # * An Edition of Nos. L IL UL uud IV,, with New Plates, is just published, in Two Volumes, and may be bad in Boards, prit e 

243., each Volume, or in a variety of Elegant Bindings . — (To be continued j w 


A SERIES OF SACRED SONGS, DUETS, AND TRIOS. 

The Words Ay Thomas Moore, Esq. ; the Music composed and selected by Sir John Stevenson and Mr, Moore**** £ l 


0 


Thou arty oh God t 

This world is all a fleeting Show 

Palin is thy Throne 

Who is the Maid? (St, Jerome’s Love) 

The Bird let loose 

Oh f Thou who dry'st the Mourner's Tears 


No , 1 . — Containing 

Weep not for those 

The Turf shall be my fragrant Shrine 
Sound the loud Timbrel (Miriam’s Song) 
Go, let me weep 
Come not, oh Lord / 


Were not the titful Mary's Tears 
A » down in the sunless Retreats 
lint who shall see 

Almighty God ! (Chorus of Priests) 

QA fair l oh purest t (St. Augustine to 


his Si'Etr) 


The Second Number in the Press 


A SELECTION OF SCOTTISH MELODIES, 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano-Forte by H. R* BISHOP, and W orda by HORACE TV\ ISS, E&tj. — -Pr it.tr ids. 


Count not the Hours 
A Stranger is come 
O do not think my words are cold 
The? my Visions of Life 


N o . I.- — Containing 

My Lore is but a Lassie yet 
The Shadows are stealing 
Bear Girt 
The Crystal Waters 


Oh cast not a Damp on this Hour of Delight 
Oh why is yon Cottage so desolate 
Fare ye well, my pretty Sophy ! 

Yet, t re I seek u distant shore 


A SELECTION OF WELSH MELODIES, 


With Symphonies and Accompaniments, by JOHN PARRY,- 

No. I * — Containing 

Druidieal Chorus, on the landing of the Romuns^ 

The Sea Song of Gavrati 

The Hall of Cyndc lylan is gloomy to-night 

The Hock of Cader Idris 

The Lament of Llywarch Hen 

Grufydd’s Feast 

The Cambrian in America 

Sons of the fair Isle forget not the time 

Taliesin’s Prophecy 

Owain Glvndwr’s War Song 

Prince JVJadog’s Farewell 

Ca&wallons Triumph 

Press on my steed 1 hear the swell 

The Mountain Fires 

White Snowdon 

The Chant of the Bards 


— The Words by Mbs. flEMANS, No. 1 and 2*, Price 1 5s. each. 

No, IL — Containing 

Tiie Green Isles of Occau 
Be happy to-day 
’Tii the step of my Morvydd 
Strike the Harp 
Sweet Vale of the Tvwt 
I crossed hi its beauty th}* Dee’s Druid «ater 
; Tim Su aimer Storm n on the Mountain 
: The Lament of the Last Dru>d 

1 Ellen dear 

The Heroes of Cymru 

The Exile of Cambria 

Ye free Sons of Cambria 

Oh Cambria ! the Days of thy Glory 

The Hi Has Horn 

Oh Wallin \ around thee 

The Deatli of Llywelyn 


VOCAL MUSIC. 


A SELECTION OF INDIAN MELODIES. 

With Symphonies and Accompaniments by C. E* HORN, and Poems written to the Airs by Wm. READER, Jan- E§q.— Pnce IS* 

No. I . — Cord flirting 


Red is the Billow's Spray 
Hose of this enchanted Vale 
Hark ! the Song 
In the woody Wilds 


Faiw Dream / 
Bring me the Wine 
How true the Spot 
In trout thou Collett 


Night is falling 

From the IJi/l - 

Oh ! come thou mot it ear 

Maid of the wildly-wishing Eye 








LALLA ROOKH*. 

Selection* from that Celebrated PoEMjfAc Music by the following Noble and Eminent C otnj>aser$ — 

!• (it 


0 

0 

0 

o 

6 

6 

6 

0 

0 

O 

6 

6 

6 


Nmnouna's song, Recit. and Aria * , , „ D r. Clarke ****** 2 
Oh ! let me only breathe the air. J. C* Clifton * .* , I 

We part for ever .*..,., 4 ** Harris I 

Bend eemer's Stream, Ba l Jud If. 2 

Paradise and the Peri, Recit. and Song Ditto ***** 2 

A raby'fi Daughter .*,,..,*,*,**,*» C 1 * K ialimark* 


Five Songs and a Duet • **.«»*-* Lady Flint **»**• S 

Spirit of hints, Trio JLord Burghersh ** 3 

FJy to the deaert, Canzonet t ,.,»*#*, Ditto *********** * 2 

Bendemeer’s Stream .***.,+* Ditto ********** ** 2 

Her hands were clasp’d, Recit-and Air T. Atiwood ****** 1 

The Aciicia Bower Ditto ************ 1 

The cold wave my love lies under * v Ditto ************ 1 
Tim song of the fi re worshipper , * - . Ditto ************ 2 
The Arabian maid Bishop ********** 2 

'Fire feast of roses , , 4 . . , MMMf4tl Ditto ************ 2 
The Georgian maid **************** Ditto ************ 2 
The Peri pardoned, Recit, and Aria , , Dr. Clarke ****** 2 
The Spirit’s song, Recit* Andante & Aria Ditto ** ***** ***** 2 

J, Power bega to inform the Composers of Music, and Music-sellers, that he is the only person authorised by Mesjn, Longman and Co. 

to publish, with Music, the Songs or Verses in theubove Poem. 


s* 


Then fly with me. Ballad, »,,* Ditto ********* *** 1 

Fly to the desert, Ballad ************ Ditto ************ 2 
Hindu's appeal to her lover ******** *^ Ditto ************ 2 
’Tw as his voice, Recit. and Air Sir J . Stevenson 2 

Now morn is blushing, ditto Ditto ******** **** 2 

Oh! fair as the sea -flower, Bui I ad - T, Welsh ******** 2 
The Perils son^,- ditto Ditto , . ****** ** ** 2 


6 

6 

6 

0 

O 

o 

6 

0 

0 

O 

u 

© 

0 


HANDELS SONGS. 

Arranged with a Piano- Forte Accompaniment by Sir John Stevenson, M us. Doc, 


s* 


No, l. Lord, remember David f ************** ** ******* • 1 

— 2, Holy, Holy, Lord GodA mighty . * * * 1 

— 3, I know that my Redeemer U vet h **************** 1 


0 

0 

0 


(To be continued.) 


s. *L 

No, 4, Comfort ye, roy people , * **** ****** *** ********* 1 6 

— 5, Deeper mid deeper **************************** 1 6 

— 6, Angels ever bright and fair ********** 1 0 


series of songs, &c. 

COMPOSED BY HENRY R. BISHOP. 

Si d* 

No. L A bsence (written by Thomas Campbell, Esq.) ********* 2 0 

2* Scenes of uiy Childhood (written by Mrs. Cornwall B. Wilson,) *,*,,*,, 2 0 


3* O lovely is the Summer Morn (written by Mias Anna Maria Porter) M ,, 2 0 

(7b be continued.) 


A DRAMATIC FAIRY SCENE* The Words by Charles Hallett, Esq., the Music by T. Rovediko, prices*. 


a series of french songs, 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 


I j‘ Valfliint Troubadour Sbttvan 

Le portrait ...... 

Le Senment F mn^aia ...... 

Partarit pou rlaSyrie 


s . rf. 

f o Rose d’ A mou r ***, ************* ******* Bvieldieu ***. 

I 0 Depuis longtems Getitille Annette ...... Ditto ...... 

1 0 Le Geutil Housard ...... *»***+**.-.. 

1 0 Cel ui qui sut toucher mou cci'ur. , . 

/To be continual.) 


s. 

1 

i 

i 

1 

t 


d 

0 

0 

t> 

0 


A SERIES OF ITALIAN SONGS, DUETTS, &c. &c. 

NEWLY ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO-FORTE OR HARP. 


Ah Perdona, Duett * . . , „ . . , * * , 

Mozart , , 

s> 

1 

d* 

0 

Lmuri dul earn bene*. rti 



| 

(L 

(i 

Balti batli o bd ********** ^^ - 

Ditto . . . > 

. * ] 

0 

Non piu andrai 


Mozart ... * * 

" o 

0 

Che dice tnal d’umore T 

Alaui r * . 

l 

6 

Oh nnnuto 1' am mu . „ . . , 


Mayer 


0 

Deh vieni alia finestru 

Mozart . . 

l 

0 

Su r aria 

Duett . . . . 

Mozart ..... 

J 

0 

Di placer mi balzu i! cor .... 

Fin dr ban dal vino. 

Tlossitti , . 

a 

0 

Snt Mar trine * , 




0 

^lozurt . . 

I 

0 

T n die accendi ........ 


Rossini ..... 

O 

0 

F ra tunte angosde . .......... 

Carttfit . . 

2 

0 

Vederlo sol bramo ...... 

Dut it ...... 

Pae r t41tft . 

***** 2 

u 

Glovmette die fate. Duett and Chorus 

Mozart , . 

1 

6 

carino ........ 

iiiih ip i ■ i * t i 

Mozurt ^ * m * 


0 

La ci daretn la mam> ,*,»*. Duett .... 

Mozart , . 

1 

0 

V r oi che ua[»ete . , . t 


Mozart * * * * * 


u 

La dove prende, Duf/| # , , . . 

Ditto . . , , 

■ 1 1 

0 

Ziiti , Zittij Piano, Piano 

, . * 7V/o r , 

Rossini ***** 


( 1 


(To be continued.) 


II J I U 4 s 


VOCAL MUSIC. 


SONGS. 


ABSENCE 

Adieu, at duv-break . , . , 

A farewell ! 

Ah \ me, why should I heave the fond 
Ah ! say, lovely Emma 

Ah ! what woes are mine 

Ah 1 who would heed the seeming si yli ? 

Alice ofFyfe. , 

A medley 

And thou art young 
An not Lyle 

Araby’s daughter 

A rosy cheek * 

Auld lang syne, 

A u Id Robin Gray . w ,,,,,,,, . 

Away with this pouting and 

A youth sat sighing . , . , 0 . ......... . 

Banks of Allan Water 

Be gay ? be gay j 

Be sure that a smart little maid 

Bi 1 1 of fare ....... , . . , . , * , 

Black and blue eves , ^ . 

Blighted, rose 

Bold is the maiden's heart .......... 

Bosoms who conquer'd and bled ...... 

Bud in beauty „ Mt(tl 


Bishop . . . 
Kiatlmark . 
Stevenson * 
Kelly 

Stevenson . 
Ditto 

Horn .... * 
West . , , , . 
Horn . . , * , 

J\. ^ . . p r K 

Doyle , . . , . 
Kiallmark 

Horn 

Burns . . , 
Ditto 4 . . . . 
T. itf*, Esq 
Kelly 


«. 

2 


d, 

0 


2 0 
2 0 




w t 


• * ■ 


1 

1 

1 

2 

1 

2 

2 

0 

t 

1 
l 
1 
t 


Can I again that form caress ? 


Cease, oh ! cease bo tempt ......... 

Cease your funning, [New Edition) 
Chain and lute 
Chapter on pockets 
Child of glory 

Cornc, all you forsaken ............. 

Come, take the harp 

Come, tell me, says Rosa ......... 

Come tell me where the maid is found 
Contradiction # 


Horn 1 

Stevenson ........ 2 

King 1 

Horn I 

Moore 3 

tevefison )>*.., ,. 2 
Kelly I 

Ditto P. 4 ,,*. ..... 2 

Stevenson ........ 2 

Moore 1 

Z>tfJ0 , 2 


W aimisley ........ 2 

. , . 1 

AV/ty 1 

Dr . C/ar/ce ...... I 

Sterenjon 2 

/iit/o 1 

Ditto ............ 3 

Coo/:* ............ 1 


Day of love Moore 2 

Damon's complaint Kelly ............ 3 

Daiulv beau t .... . Coo«e ............ I 

Dear au nt ^ Moore 2 

Dear Fanny , jSffftjeBJtw* , 2 

Dear ladies, listen to my tale . . , p , , , , Howell .......... I 

Dearest Ellen, awake Emdin 2 

Deep in my soul , * . , Duval 1 

Did not ? Afoore , . , , , 1 

Disasters of poor Jerry Blossom Smith 1 

Does the harp of Rosa slumber ? Mtl Stevenson t 

Donald, [new edition) ;**•■•*#•**-»****> I 


Emblem 

Ethereal hope, nuptial song.. 
Every hour I lov’d thee more 
Exile of Erin 
Expostulation 


Fair as the mom s light 

Fair lady, why this frowning ? . * * , , . , , 

Fai r Rosa ! 

Fatjuy, dearest! , 

Funny was in the grove 1( 

Fare thee wfell JP thou‘ first and fairest ! . . 

F arewel I, Bessy ! 

Fly, fly away it 

Fly from the world, O Bessy ! 

Fly to the desert 

Folly, the •**■■...** 

For her I die 

Friend of my soul’ 

From glory height# descending 
From life, without freedom . 


1^ 

o ' * ‘ 


Tfom 3 

Hawes .......... 2 

Blewits 5 

Campbell I 

Kelly I 

B. LiviuSt Esq* t . 1 

Cooke . . . . M , , , , * , l 

Parry I 

Moore 2 

T # A/., Esq, 1 

Molineux t 

Moore . , 

Parry , , , . 

Moore , , 

Kiallmark 
Kelly ...» 

Stevenson 
Moore . , 

Kelly 


1 

1 

1 

o 

I 

...... J 

...... 1 

1 

Moore 2 


Gallant Troubadour, . , , 5/ei’fason 2 

Georgian maid B Bishop 2 

Give, love! give Beef hove n 2 

Golden chain *.«*-.*. Leonard . (l 3 

Good night Moore , , * * 2 

Go, sweet enchantress 1 Stevenson ........ 2 

Green spot that blooms , , t Kelly I 


6 
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0 

G 

o 
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0 
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0 

0 

0 
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0 

0 

G 
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0 

o 

G 

0 

o 

G 

0 

o 

o 

0 

G 

ti 

o 

6 

u 

6 

O 

0 

0 

0 

0 

6 

0 

G 

6 

G 

G 

O 

0 

0 

9 

O 

6 

G 

6 

G 

0 

0 

0 

6 

G 

6 

0 

0 

6 

6 

6 

0 

0 

6 

o 

0 

0 

u 

6 


» » * 




» , . . * * 


Grotto I*,*;.*.! 

Hapless Mary l . • . 

Hark ! the trumpet, hark ! 

Heath, this night, must be my bed, - . . 

Hence, faithless hope i 

Henry and Sue 

Here, in this lone Utile wood 

Here's the bower 

Her heart was made to love 

Houx 

Hope, thou Nurse 

Hope told a flattering tale P « 
Hour of victory 

How happy once 

Hush'd be that sigh 

Hush ! dearest, hush 1 

I at ways turn to thee 
I can no longer stifle. , , , . . 

Je an is un puu vie Savoyard , * , * 
if I swear by that eye 
If maidens would marry ...... 

If then to love thee be offence. , 
if winter frowns. ........... . , 

I have woven a garland for thee 
1*11 love tliee ever dearly 
Tm deep in love . 

I 'in wearing uwu 

fm wearing away 
In days of old 
Indian maid 
1 never told mv love 
1 never will deceive thee , , * , 

In moments to delight 
In the days of my youth 
In vain may that bosom 
Invitation, the ........ 

In yonder bower 

{ si^h Tor the days that are goue 

It Is not that a woman's eves ........ 


Parry , , , 
Dr, Clarke 
Cooke , . , , , 
Jifewip , , , , . 
Stevenson , 
Horn — .. 
Stevenson . 
Moore . . . 
Horn 

jDjtto i , ■ * * 


* f ■ 


Paiiielbi 
Stevenson 
Moore . 
Stevenson 
Horn . , . 


s* 

6 
0 
0 
6 
0 
C 
0 
0 
6 
6 
0 
0 
G 
a 
G 
Q 


Kelly 

T. AT,, Esq. 

Ware 

Steven* cm , , 
Ham 

Stevenson , , 

Horn 

Holden . . . i 
Cooke 

Parry . . . , 
Burns . . . . 
Stevenson . . 


. * * * * 


Horn 

Kelly * - • 

Ditto «... 

Parry . ...... 

Walmisley 

King 

Kelly 
Turnbu It 
Arnold , 

Kelly , , . 

Cooke , * . 


1 

0 

mJr 

2 

1 
2 
1 
2 
2 
I 
I 
1 
1 

1 

2 
l 
i 

1 

I 

t 

i 

1 

2 

1 

i 

1 
L 
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2 
1 

I 


6 
0 
0 
o 
fi 
o 
6 
6 
6 
6 
0 
0 
0 
fi 
1 G 


m * 


Kitty of Coleraine ^ , . 

Lament, the 

Lund of Shillelah 

Land o f the Lenl (New Edition) * . . . 
Light us the shadows of evening ...... 

Light sounds the harp 
Lilia, come down to me 
Little Maty’s eye * 

Loudon, now is out of town. 

Look that says 1 love thee 
* 

Lord of the castle 
Lottery, the 

Love 

Love and Folly * * * 

Leva and Time 
Love Bird 

Love, honour, and obey 

Love in a storm , , ...... 

Love, 1 i ke an A pril day 
Lovei s Smiles 

Love's light summer cloud 

Love thee, dearest, love thee ........ 

Love will find out the way 

Loud the trump of war was blowing 

Muid of Mnrlivale 

Maid of the rock 

Maid whose heart was cold to love , * , , 
Mansion ot love, 

March away, Helen L 

Mary, i believ’d thee true 

Monody. 

My heart and lute 
My heart’s my own 
My life, I love thee 

My love hastes him home. . ....... 

My love, when thon'rt away 

My dying sire 

My mother did one rule bequeath 


StePCHJOtt 

Moore ........ 

Cooke, 

T, M. f Esq . , , , t 

Ware 

Cooke , . * P ^ • 

King 

Moore 

Horn 

Smith , , , , , . . m « 

Kelly , r . 

Smith , 

Cooke * , ....... 

Bai ty 4 

/iflrr* .......... 

Turn bull 
Moore , * , . * • - 
Moore 

Little , ........ 

Horn p,...n... 


p ■ 
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1 
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2 0 


G 

6 

G 

6 

0 

0 


2 0 
2 0 

l G 


Stevenson 2 0 

Ditto 1 G 

Ditto 2 0 

Emdiu 2 0 

Horn ,*.i , , ,.*t 1 G 

Stei'enson I G 

Hawes 2 0 

Moore and Bishop t • & 0 

it . i# , l 

Ke lly I 

Horn ..it 2 

jVrrAo/ion 2 

Kelly — I 


* » , * 


Horn , , , 


I • * fl c * * 
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G 
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0 
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VOCAL MUSIC 


**■•*■ 


Mff 


Namouna’s song 
Nay, weep not ! dear Ellen, . 

Ned of the hill* * * i 

Nightingale, the 

No joy without my love . * * * 

Now morn is blushing *« * • 

Obey * , * , , , P *. # * 

Oh ! come, sweet lass t * * * * , * 

Oil! fair as the sestflower , . 

Oh ! fate in pity ... * - — 

Oh t give me the heart that is cheerful 
Oh! if those eves deceive me not ... 

Oh ! Liberty . ^ . 
Oh ! listen to your lover 

Oh list unto my tale of 

Oh ! lovely is the summer morn , * - . 

Oh! Nanny, wilt thou gang 

Oh ! never doubt my love 

Oh ! never from the maid depart. . * * , , 

Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us * * * , 

Oh! Patrick 

Oh ! remember the time . * , * 

Oli! see those cherries . 

Oh ! smile not thus 

Oh ! soon return ..*..**.*, * , 

turn away those mournful eyes* , 

white is the snow 

why should the girl of my soul 
Woman !j* 


Oh ! 
Oh! 
Oh! 
Oh! 
Oh! 
Oh! 
Oh! 


woods of green Erin *..**, 
would 1 ne'er had seen thee! 


yes — so well, so tenderly ,*..*, 
Oh ! yea, when the bloom 

One dear smile 

Orator Puff *.»*».*.***. » * * * 

Orphan boy 

O softly sleep ! *».«,*.«*•» 

Paddy in London ****•*..**»•»•*<** 

Paddy the piper 

Pangs of absence 

Parting hour U come, love 

Parting look she gave ***,**..*.** 

Pleasures of Brighton * * **.*..***.,* 

Plumed casque ,****i ( *< 

Poh 1 Dermot, go 'long w ith your goster 

Pra}', Goody ! , . * 

Pretty Sopl iy .*,*,**•■** , M i 
Prohabi llty .,,*** * , ,.***, ***,,... 

Rabbinical origin of woman .*.,-.*. 

Ray that beams for ever ,*,**.* 

Remembrances 

Return, in y love 

Roderigh Vich-Alpine .*,.*, 

Roll, drums, merrily 

Hote of affection 

Sale of love* ...I,,,...***,**,.*.*. 

Savoyard's return 

Say, pretty weeping figure , * , , 

Scene* of my childhood 

Scots whii hue wi' Wallace bled ,**.** 

Sea Boy 1 * Dream ****** * * * * 

Send the bowl ran nd merrily ,*»*.*.* 

Soft breezes breathing 

Soft Zephyr 

Soldier* rest \ .».....-*****»..*,*, 


Dr. Clarke .*,**, 
Smith , , * * * * * . , . * , 
Owenson 

Sola * * i ■ • i • * * i * « 
Cooke -I.** ■■,**<* 
Stevenson 

ffoni M * * 

Stevenson ,.,*,,** 

Welsh 

Horn * 

Cooke .****«i,.,.* 

Stevenson 

Moore 

Edom *.i.*»ii,**« 

Stevenson ,,**.**. 

Bishop 

Carter 

Cooke »i***i<ii<i« 

King 

T. A/*, Esq. 

Bishop . 

Moore 
Ditto * * * 

Smit A i * 1 1 
Moore , , 

Stevenson 
Kef l\f * p . 

Moore , . 

Ditto * . * < 

Doyle . 

Stevenson 
Moore , , 

Ditto * , , « 

Moore . - 
Ditto . * * 

Smith „ * . 

Ditto * . * , 

Irish dir 
Ditto , . 


#* d * 
9 6 
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1 


1 

0 
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9 
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9 
3 
1 
3 
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3 

1 

1 
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■ ■ # # 
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I 

9 

9 

9 

3 

1 

2 
2 
2 

1 

2 


r. 


Dotfi 
Turnbull 
Horn ..**,*, 

Kef It/ 

T, M. f Esq. * 


m i « ■ i 


Bishop . 

I*# M. f Esq. f , # 

Moore ****.,., 

Kelly * , 

Mrs. Me Mu flan 
Stevenson * M n 

Horn 

Cooker 

Stevenson m , . * , 

Moore ,*.*..* 
Dr. Clarke * , * 
Stevenson . 
23ij/iwp *,,.*** 


1 

1 

1 

2 
3 

1 
1 
1 
t 

2 
1 

1 

2 

9 


1 
1 
1 

2 

0 

1 
2 
1 


Spanish patriots ,..*., 

Spirit of joy *,*,**.,1,,, ,.***,*. ,* 
Spirit's sung ..*.,.,»*..*****«*,.*. 
Stay, one moment stay l ,,*.*.*,*,*, 

Su tamer* ,*.»i**i.i«iM..*.i,.*,/. 
Sweetest moments life allows ******** 
Sweet is 1 ove *•*»**.*.*,**. ■■,,*,** 
Sweet is the beam of morning ...,*.*. 

Sweet is the dream ****,*.. 

Sweet lady ! look not thus ******.*.* 

Sweet minstrel* sing ! .,,****. 

Sweet robin ,*******,4..**,,**.*.. 
Sweet Rose* come away ]<«,«,***•*.- 
Sweet seducer 

Tablet of love 
Take buck the sigh 
Tarry, ye moments 


Smith .,,** 
Moore * * , 
Stevenson * 
Z)r, Clarke 
Kemp, * * , , 
Burry . , , 

Moore * * * 
Dr. Clarke 
Stevenson * 

Bit to at*** 

Kelly 

Doyle * . , * , 
Dallas * , . 
Stevenson * 
Ditto * . . * „ 
Ditto 


e * + «* + » ■ ■ 


* ■ 1 1 it I I P I 


Dibitin . 
Moore * , 

Stevenson 
Moore * 
Kelly . . . 


1 

1 

I 

1 
1 

2 
2 
2 
2 

1 

0 

2 

1 
2 

l 

1 

1 
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0 
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6 
0 
0 
6 
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2 0 
2 0 
1 G 


. + * * 


* * r. 


* , . . 


T 1 ■ * 


Taste life 1 s glad moments 
That shepherd, sure, is he 
There %s not a joy this world can give, , 
There T s the bower * i ******** * 

They bid me sleep * ******»,.**.,.« 
Think no more* Love, of our parting. * * f 
Tho* far from thee I’m rftviug *,,.,,** 
Thn 1 fate, my girl 

Tlio 1 gaily smiles the opening spring * . 

Tho' winter frowns * * * . ****** 

Thou hast sent me a flowery band .... 
Thunder-bolt frigate **.****. ****** 

Thy gentle manners. ***** 

Thyrsia ..._**. * * * * **♦**,, 

Thyr^a *.,.*..****** •*,***«*«*..* 
Tis love that should rule the breast . . 

’Tis Love, J tis Love 

Tis wine alone can bani&h care *,,**. 
To Julia, weeping ,,.***,*,,***.*« 

Toll not the belt 

To love thee 

To the brook and the willow ,.*.***. 
Too soon the flowers of spring may fade 

Triumph of Russia * 

T rum pet of gloFy 

’Twaa his own voice * 

’Twas on a wild and lonely ********** 
Tyrolese spug 

Ulrica 

Vittoria 

Wake, maid of Lorn ****.. 

W aters of Elle *.,,.**. . *< 

W' hat's life unblc*t with Love. ,,.*.*. 

When a man iveds . . . . 

\t hence can you inherit .**...,,**** 
When CharleB was deceived ********** 
When fickle man for woman sighs* . .* 
When from thy right, love .......... 

When f first told mv Rosa I lov’d .... 

When E think of my own green glen 
When 1 went for « soldier -<**».»«.** 
When Leila touch'd the lute ,,**..*, 
When love gets iu the vouthful bruin . , 
When love utid truth together play'd.. 
When love was fresh from his cradle*. 
iVhen midst the gay .*...* .*****>*.• 
When night was spreading o'er me . * * * 
When storms disturb old ocean's bed* . 
W hen the days of the iuinraer ...... 

When the girl of my heart 
When the rose-bud of summer *.*, + , 
When time, who steals, **■***.,**... 
When twit ight dews .,«,*..******,,» 
When woe on the bosom of mercy * * * * 
While parted from the youth ,,,,,,,, 
Whilst 1 listen to thy voice .*,.**,**, 
Wlylst on the beach I wander *.*,,, , , 
White rose of honor ** Ml .....* Mttn 

Who wou Id not love ? **.,**..*****, 

Why comes he not 

William and Jumiett *,,,***. 

Will you come to the bower ? ******** 
Whit thou say farewell, love ? ,.*.***. 
Wiuda, whisper getitl y * ..,,*.***,,* * 
Woman's povver ending never* *.***,, 
'Woman’s smile .*.**...*,***. ****** 
W oman, who conquers nil ..***..**. 
Wood bine cottage .*,.********,*,, 

Woodman's cot. ****.,*,*. 

Woi>tl pecker *...**,..*,«.„**** * , * * 
W reuth you wove **,,,,..** ******** 

Ve bunks and braes* («cic edition J , . , * 
y e light forms of fancy 
Y es, it is, 1 ove t ***** 

Y es, thro' the wide world ****.******* 
Y oil ng Jessica ,***.- ,**,..***,-.*. 
Y ouu g love * , , * * 1 **.,.. .*•**,«*,« 

Y oung son of chivalry 

Youth I adore 

Youth is but short* * * * ******** 

Y uu watch'd the sun’s ray *.*..,,.** 

Zounds, my Ud 


•; j 


fVahnisiey *,*,,,, 
Stevenson *,*,*.* 

Ditto 

Ditto 

Kemp 
f / i^ion 

Dallas .,..*mi^ 
Stevenson ... * 
Kelly . ***,..,# * . * 
Horn ** ********** 
Moore *.* t .».**, 
Horn 

Alt wood -******... 
Stevenson ******** 
iVaimisley ...... * * 

Kelly, 


s. d. 
6 
G 
o 
G 
6 
u 
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a 
a 
« 
6 
G 
0 


Stevenson **,,**.* 
ElittO ■*****■.*-.* 
Dallas *.***,,*«« 
Mrs, Opie .*,,,*.* 
.Steuewstfrt ******** 
Kelly 
Ditto 

Moore .,*.**..,, 
Stevenson **...*,* 

Kelly * . 

Moore 

Cooke *,..,.,...** 

Ditto *.*.*,««,,,, 

Stevenson 
Stevenson . . 

Ditto 

Horn ****** 
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Moore 
Kelly . * . . * 
Ditto ..... 
Ditto * , , * , 
Turn bull , 

Horn 

Moore . . * < 
Hor n * * * - 1 
Philipps * . 

West 

Moore . * . 
Stevenson , ( 
King ,****, 
Kiallmark . 
Dr. Clarke 
Stevenson , . 
Moore 
Stevenson * . 
Howell , * * , 
King *.*•*. 
Stevenson * - 
Doyle t. * , # . , 
Kelly J , .... 
Cooke * • , * . 
Smith 

Smderson . 
T. M.i Esq * 
Moore . . - 
Stevenson * 
Kearns * * * 
Parry *. . * 
Cooke * , , * , 
Stevenson * 
Kelly » * * » . 
Ditto .,** 
Moore . * ♦ 

Burns * * * 

Kelly 

Clifton 

Mrs . ~- 
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Moore * . 
j ( til to * « « # 
K 171 % * . * * 
t'oojfce* . . * 
Jiaflas *,* 
Welsh Jir 
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VOCAL MUSIC. 


DUETTS. 


A it ! say if the glance Biack » , 

A las ! poor Lubm *,.***, Stevenson 

As with alow-moving our J (ing , * • 


Catherine # , ' Lady C. Stewart „ , 

Chieftain **.**,.,,,*,,. Stevenson 

Chmk-a-chink , * , Horn * 

Come, friendly night Bivins 

Come, all re youths /Lreri* 

Congenial to friends , Stevenson 

Could a man be secure (iifio edit ion ) , , , 


4 ■ (I* 

1 G 

1 6 

2 0 

2 0 
2 0 
I 6 

1 G 

2 0 
2 0 
I 0 


Dear, hi pity **,,,,,,,■***,***•*, Stevenson l G 

Dragon fly V* , , Smith 2 ft 

Dress, with me, the myrtle bower * * * * Stevenson I ft 

Bdmnnd ortbehill Ditto I G 


Faithfnllove parry 2 9 

Fare thee well 1, fM , Ditto 2 0 

* Flo wets i n the east Kef it/ 2 0 


Heave one aigh , « , . Horn * , * 1 0 

He re is the bp . Moore 2 0 

He 's gone, an 1 me Kemp. ..,****. *** 2 0 

H ow happy jw&f d morn's pleasant ci remit Sanderson ***,*,*, 1 ft 

If fortune ami le, „ , * * *,*. , . , ,*,, , Kelly , . • • . .. 1 G 

1 n search of glory .................. Hooke 2 G 

Invest my head with fragrant rose * . . . Stevenson 2 0 

r 

Joys that pass away , , , * Moore 2 0 


Lady, hy Cupid's darts I swear , ,, a Dr> Clarke *.**,* 2 6 

Life-boat * , . * Moore 9 6 

Love Mid the Bn n-dhd , Ditto . . * 2 0 

Love in thine eyes (neic Lilian) ■*., Jargon t 0 

Love, my Mary, dwells * . . , Stevenson 2 0 

Love, wfind'ring thro’ the golden maze /7 i^o,, ll ,, l t..n 2 O 


Mourn not, silly mortal* *i«****,.».. 
Nights of music 

No 1 never shall my soul forget , , , 

Now bright July to pleasure culls * r . * 

O d lima weep 

Our best young love 


Stevenson . * , . . 

i, 

... 2 

(i. 

0 

Moore 

... 2 

G 

iSfeeewJon * . , , , 

... 2 

G 

Horn 

J * * 2 

G 

J* M. Harris , , . 

Q 

# * * - 4 P 

0 

Moore 

Lj 

* * i -v 

0 


Peace ! 


Stevenson 2 O 


Send home those long strayed eyes „ t , 
Should we be forced to part. ..,,,,,*■* 
Song of war ,..****,,.* 1 * , > , , , , , , 

Sparkling fountains 

Surprise, 

Tell uie where is Fancy bred h., lllPi 
Ditto ditto 

That 1 no louder wish to rove,* ♦***,, 
Thin k on me 

Thro' silent woods * 

Time lias not lliimiM (jieeo edition) * . 

Tit. bits * 

Together let us range the balds ...... 

Turn to this heart, ,.***,,*,•*.*•»■* 


J^ttto .+****■« « , « ■ 1 

Cooke ............ 2 

Moore , * *.**.,* . 2 
Stevenson ........ 2 

Ditto i«.t. 1 

Ditto 2 

Arranged Ay Bishop l 
Stevenson 1 

Ditto 2 

King 2 

(/ UC A 40H I 

CogA’c, 1 

Dr, Buy rc . I 

Hum 1 


G 

0 

O 

ft 

ft 

(I 

ft 

G 

o 

o 

0 

G 

6 

G 


Wake thee, ni y dear Moore 2 O 

Warrior s soul is all in arms ! Cooke, **,*»*.**», 2 6 

W ell-u-day I **-***.,**,..* Horn *•»***,..,•• I 9 

When in languor sleeps the heart .... Stevenson ....... . 2 0 

When Jove from the skies , , , * * Horn. I ft 

When war unfurls his banner bright „ , King ............ 1 ft 

Where is the light from Lurn’s tower ? .Stee^wstui 2 G 

While parted from the youth I love . * , , King . 1 G 

Wilt thou say farewell, love ? * , Bishop 2 ft 

Wine to cheer Party I G 

Would you gain by art ? * , , AfW/y * 1 G 


Young rose 


Moore 


2 ft 


GLEES. 




s , 

& 

A broken cake - 

Stevenson 

2 

0 

Al!en*a-Dule 

Horn 

« 

€ 

And viill he not come again. ......... 

Stevenson 

1 

G 

Archer's jjjlet. ..... . . f 

i 

] 

6 

Awake ] Apollo calls 

Ditto 

1 

6 

Bank s of A 1 lanw ater ***..,,.,*.*.. 

Hawes »*.*•»*»** 

2 

6 

lilithe are the bowers of Mosellai. 

Kelly 

2 

0 

Blest ivere the days ...... 

Stevenson 

2 

t> 

Boat trio— 41 flow gentjy, row 51 

jBttO ,| P |,|*P*i|i 

2 

0 

Bud» of Roses 

/ J J t 1 0 . * * .m m * * m m m m m 

2 

G 

Canadian boat-srmg *.*.,** ......... 

Moore ,*•**••*., 

3 

0 

Cerise not vet, sweet bard ! * . 

iS t f /i SO H * ■ d i i § i t 

2 

ft 

Come, buy my cherries, &c, 

Ditto 

2 

0 

Come, follow me ..*.**..***.*,.,». 

Ditto * 

5 

0 

Day set on Norham's c&stle steep . * . , 

Lord Burghersh , # 

3 

0 

Doubt thou the stars are fire ..... . . . 

Stevenson ,,*,*.*, 

1 

G 

Ella 

Ditto 

2 

G 

Fairy glee. 

Ditto* 

5 

0 

Fair and False 

Lord liurghersh ,, 

2 

0 

Fill, till the goblet .... 

Aylmer 

1 

G 

Finland! lo\e-son^ ........ 

Moore 

2 

G 

GSre me the harp 

Stevenson , , 

5 

0 

Happy love 

Ditto 

2 

0 

Hark! the bell is ringing 

Ditto, 

2 

0 

Ifurk ! thro 1 the long resounding halts 

A'inff 

! 

G 

I lere’n the bower ...... ............ 

Stevenson ........ 

0 

G 

Hermits ..... 

Ditto 

3 

0 

Holy be the pilgrim's sleep* 

^Joore ,, i . . . * * * * 

5 

0 

I mark'd not eyes .... 

S/rr^r^ow . * . , .... 

9 . 

0 

V 

Lonely isle , # , f 

Horn 

3 

0 




■J 


Merri lyO! *.***••*• Stevenson 

Mountain cot. Richards 

Nor throne of state Kelly m , mi 

Now h the merry month of May. ..... Stevenson 

Now let the warrior wave his sword, , , . Moore , 
Now the star of day is high Stevetison 

Ocean king West 

Oh l lady fair 1 Moore , 

Oil l stay, swfc^t fair* 

Oh ! tell me, pilgrims ^ , Ditto . . . 

Haise the 5<mg Stevenson 

Hoderigh Vi cn- Alpine , Horn . , , 


S. dm 

2 G 
2 0 

1 G 

5 0 

2 G 

3 0 

2 G 

3 0 
3 Q 

2 G 

i 6 

3 9 


Sigh not thus, oh l simple boy ,*,**- 
Sir Howland the brave »*,.*,*•,*,,.* 
Soldier, rest 1 , . 

Song that lightens the languid way, . , , 

S pi Fit ot Bliss i..f 

Sweet lady, Juuk not thus again 

This is love ...... 

"J lug- a* tingle .*,,•*•*.. , 
Tie doue ! the fatal deed .......... 

To the brook and the willow ........ 

To thy Lover ltl 


A&OOTC 1 

Stevenson 2 

Kemp 2 

Moore .......... 3 

Lord Burghersh . . J 
Stevenson ........ 3 

Moore 2 

Horn 2 

Lord Bunjhersh , . 2 
Stevenson 2 

Ditto 2 


G 

6 

G 

u 

o 

0 

G 

O 

0 

ft 

0 


Under the greenwood tree 

Under the hawthorn tree 

Up, quit the bower * , 

Wake, Rosa, wake (serenade) 

We fairy folk 

When time, w ho steals our years, , , , , , 
Where shall the lover rest ? .......... 

Why so pale ? 

Wood nymph 

Wreaths of flowers 


Ditto 2 

Ditto t 


Attwood 


Bartlett 

Stevenson , , , , , 
Phelps 
Stevenson 
Lord Bttrghcrsh 
Smith , „ , 

St evert sot, 


m r 


i t 


> 

■w 

■w 

Q 

w 

O 

*9 

2 

j 

2 


ii 

G 
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O 

O 

G 
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ft 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


NEW PIANO-FORTE WORKS, 6fc, 


GRAND SESTETTO for Piano-Forte, two \ T ins. Tenor, Violoncello, and Double Bass, in which is in- 
troduced the admired Air, •* 'Tis the last Ru*e of Summer,” Ries * 

Piano* F orte ptort ,,,,.,.,,,1*.. ...*•. <mmh*u 


5 G 

6 G 


ALLEGRETTO et Valce JKiuihttark ..v.mv. 2 

A Temple to Friendship *.*••»,*/**» Raves iaff ■•***««- 2 
Aria and Waltzer, inscribed to CL 

G* Ferrari# Violin Accomp* **,*•- * #.**••**■****•« - 2 
Ranks of Allan Water C/tipp .*««**..** - 

Butti, baUi t o bel Maselto* Flute ac- 
companiment . *»,*»#r« ********* Lillie*, omi.o ** 3 
Brrd-catcher .,.*.*., ,*,***. ******* Mozart , i - 1 

Blaize et Bubefc, . , • * * Hoicell , , *•****»< 2 

Cease your funning . , Davy 2 

Cogan's “ Sonata,” Violin Accomp* 5 

Come chase that starting tear , # , , . lutvestaff ******** 9 

Conway Ferry * Par rtf 1 

Devonshi re Waltz V oigt 1 

Di piacer mi balza. Flute Accomp, ** * Little ****•*•*.. 9 

Eveleen's Bower Woeljl ..*.««*•-» 9 

Fantasia *...***•#* ** G/odjtoitej ****** 9 

Fly not yet .***.«*«»**.****»*.*** IF or Iji -,*•*.***. 9 
Gtlinek‘s Air from <c Alceste.” .,,*.***,»•*• .9 

“ Air" in C - * 2 

-»■ ■ - — « <f Aria” in C — ***•.*■.,.******* 9 

■ ** Minuet” from Le Nozze 

Disturbatc •*•*«*•«•■-*•*■•* 9 

“ Waltz” ,>!»•,.*.' 2 

Gladstone's Grand Sonata, with Orches- 

traUecompanimeut* ****** *-*■-** 0 

-. ■ .. — ■ without nccomps. ........ ,*».*.»***■ 4 

Glow di Glow Cooke . 2 

Go where glory wails thee »»**..».** Corri t , . ..*•>•>• 2 

Guaracbn \V aftz ** *. * ....,,***•*** Little. 3 

Harmonious Blacksmith (new edition) Handel .«**#»«»** 1 
Holder^ f * Divertimento#” Op, 46. 

to Mrs, L.H. **■**.. ; 2 

— — — '* Sonata,” Op* 47- to Miss 

Emily Tower . + *#•*,*.,.,.**• 4 « 2 

Howell's Progressive Sonatinas • 4 

J'ai de la raison .***.#■*** Gtf/inefc 9 

La Belle Henriette J/c/r/cr 2 

La belle Rosa X)£#io *L. 2 

La ci darem .**,..»,** Gf/iww ***<*•*#<» 2 

■■ — >■ — — Flute accompaniment* ** * Little* ****».**. *• 1 
Lady Mary '.*.,,...***»*«■■****»* -/atuen -*.... ... 1 

La Gavotte de Vestris* Flute accomp. Little, 2 

La Petit Sonate. Op. 45, * **.,.* Holder #.*•****•* I 

L'Hv menee Fon J£,ic/i .,*.***, 2 

Lieher Augustine *.. * ,*.*****,**!, , Ge/riwA .**...£*** 2 
L'Oiseau de Venus. *.....**+.*.*** Kiallmark * ... * . * 2 


Little's Exercises on Piano-forte. » * * * * 
Lord Mardwicke's March +......*** 

Lord Wellington ,.,.*,**....#***** 

Marche Pastorale et Air Russe ****** 
Minuetto. FI ute accomp* ****..**-• 
Mercb Megan ..**..*••*-**»****** 

Morgan Migan, 

Mozart's Grand March , .**•«..,«• * 
- ■ Military Waltz, hluteaccom, 

Sonata* Op* 10* Harp and 

Flute accompaniment ...»****.-** 
My love is like the red, red rose, &c*. • 

Nel cor piii non mi seuto . . * 

Oil l Lady Fair * * * ■< 

O Pescator del 1 'ondu 

O softly sleep * * 

Parian t pour la Syrie 

Pastoral Rondo. ,,..,**.*#*•****"■* 

Peace be a round thee 

Pria ehe I'lmpegno lt 

Prussian Air .„.,.**•****-* 

Pyrenese Air. *,».*,*. *.-**-**■*** * 
Queen of Prussia's Waltz *••-**<- ■ * 

Mode's Air, variations * * 

Row gently here 

St, Patrick's Day 

Scot's wha hae wi' Wallace ,..**»***< 
Sicilian Dance ***......*. «.*.***•* 

Sici liana and PolUcca «■•«*,.******> 

Sophy 

Sun Flower A 

Sweet Richard 

Syren * * «***.**.***+■>**«•• 

1'ema and Waltz 
T u che acccndi. Flute accomp* 

Turn again, Whittington, with accom- 
paniments! Flute and Violoncello,* 

— without accompa. 

Tyrolese Air * * * - . - - * * 

Valse F rancowe, 

Venetian Air 

When love wna a child * - 

When the Rosebud ...... * 

Wood- pecker 

Y e Cambrian Youths .***»*-**;.*** 
Young Love * * * 


Cooke !*■•****#*-» 
Jansen 

Foil -EjcA *.**«.-* 

Little 

JJibdin •»•*-*---* 
# — **— # . — - * 
Gelinek ,*,**■*.-* 
Metztcr 


W eipptri 
Httmmell 
fJe/inek - . 
Lafour *, 
Little . * * . 
KiaUmarh 
Little . * , 
Holder * 
HwnmeU 
Celinek * 
Ditto , , * 
Ditto * * - 
Ditto . . 

Lysnght t 

Eaves* njf 
J,ogier . 
Voigt . * - 
Little * h 
Schith , < 

Burroives 

Hummed 
Parry , . * 
Schulz * . 
Holder * - 
little , , . . 




■■ « * ■ ■ 


m iillitiWl 


Turnbull, 


.it* 4 *tl*»tl«iM * * 




Getinek * * * - 
Ring wood . . 
Hummett * * 
Riet 

Ki alt mark t . 
Butron'es . . 
Parry * . . * . « 
ffwrroii.-« ** 


dr Uite anti ^3tano^ovte. 


j. J. 


Batti, batri, o bel Mnsetto Little , . * * * * » 2 

Di placer mi balza it cor Little •«•*.•*•** 9 

Fra tante Angosde, Flute Accomp * , J Little ,,»*..,*.*** 1 

f -ba'la mensa et Bravi Cosa Kara , . * * Coggins ,* 2 

Hornpipe danced by Mud. Mi lanie. „ . * Cooke. *...,.** + *• 3 
La ci damn la mano Little. *!.*«.•«.* * 1 

Mozart's Military Waltz .... * JMetzler 1 

O Dolce Conceuto .,,*...**..*.,** Burrowes ^Nicholson 2 


O Dolce Concento ...*.**>*• « 

Nightingale 

l^irrv's bix Diverlimttitos , 

V 

Pofonot&e .***,.*****..-■*«■*- 
Tliistle Grove 

Ttim^h ,!,«...*«.*»-• * ■-* * * - 
Vestris 1 Gavotte. Flute accomp* 
When the Rosebud •***.«,.*** 


Parry 

Parry 


Metzler .***•>..*• 3 

C%^nu 9 

Parry , , .#****. • 3 

Little 3 

KiaUmarh ***.#*.* 2 


d^o^art’5 ©ijerttirc^* 

A yew and corrected Edition* with Elate and l iolaticello Accompaniments* 

£. d. , 


Co^l fan tutti ...,.,.,•*,*.**** . v ■ * •■ . - l 

Ditto, with accomp. , 2 

Idotneneo I 

Ditto, with accomp,. ,,**.«*,.,.**** + *•*«.*.*»..** 2 

U Direttor. 1 

Ditto, with accomp. 2 

11 D on Giovanni "* *,. ...«*<*» 

Ditlo^ with accomp, 


1L Fbitto Magics --i* 
Ditto, with accomp. 

11 Setugbo 

Ditto, with accomp* 
La Clement di Tito , . 

Ditto, with accomp. 
Le Nozzc di Figaro 

Ditto, with accomp. 
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INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. 


©tortures. 

Henry the Fourth, with accompani men ta for *. d. 

Flute and Violoncello Martini * 4 ft Caliph 

— * with Flute accom pa ni men t 3 0 Conqu 

** II Ratto di Proserpina/' with accomp, First A 

for Flute and Violoncello Winter , , , , 4 , * * * * 3 6 Flodde 

“ II Tancredi/ 1 with accompaniments Florem 

for Flute and Violoncello Rossini 2 ft Freder 

— — with Flute accoinp * * , * 2 6 ^ Harleq 

Lodoiska, with accompaniments forFlute High f 

and Violoncello. * ,,,**.* Kreutzer 2 0 Medk) 

— - with Flute A ccompani menu, I ft Plots, 

Bride of A by dos Kelly 3 0 I Snccesi 

All in the dark + , , , B. Livius, Esq. *, 2 o Valley 


Caliph of Bagdad Lanza 

Conquest of Taranto .**.**..,,,.*, Kelly . 

First Attempt * Cooke*. 

Flodden Field , Ditto* 

Florence Maearthy •*»*•««• tll C ooke . 

Frederick the Great, Ditto . 

Harlequin Whittington ****** ...... Ware , 

High N otto ns Parry* 


Medley .*.**,*.****..*.*..**.**#. Logier 

Plots * * * - King 

Successful Cruise, Sanderson 

Valley of Diamonds* Com , . . . 


Four Waltzes* Sets 1, 2 f and 3, by M. Schoengm 

Four Waltzes* ** The Wood-Hill /* 

** Clifton," u Castle Mahon, 1 ’ and 
(t Charlemont/* bv . , . *■*•.* T. Holt. * * * * * 


maitjtjL 

$. d. National Waltz and Six others* as 
J ft danced by the Misses Dennett, coro- 

* posed by . . , * * , Mur H. AT* Dennett 


I G 


Three Waltzes, “ The Cobourg/ 1 
** Tbe Anglesea/ 1 and lt The Sarah 
Ann/ 1 composed by 


t* d. 
3 ft 


Augustus Meves 2 t) 


JHusartfs ©ttabriHes, Set* 

J, Power, Lai the honour to announce to ihc Nobility ind Gentry. Subscribers to the Halls at Almack's and the Argyll Room*, that he bu purchased fr'Mii 

Messrs Mum id, Collmet, and Mzchan, the exclusive Copyright of all the Quadrilles and Wjdurs composed by them this season. 

1 1th Set, with Flute Accomp., dedicated to the Duchess of j. d. *• 

Somerset 4 0 i I8tb Set, with Flute Accomp,, dedicated to the Hon. Mrs. 

lfitil Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princes* Esterbazy , . . . 4 0 Beaumont • 4 

i 3 tli Set, with ditto, dedicated to Countess St. Antonio 4 O 19th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess of Weniysa] 

14th Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Ball, Carlton and March .,-.**•*• i,,, <»t*i * 4 

Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton; composed by the 30th Set, composed expressly for, and most humbly dedi- 

cominand, and with permission dedicated to His Most rated to, the Duke of Devonshire, and the Noble 

Gracious Majesty George the Fourth , 4 0 and Hod. Members of the Ball Committee at 

15th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Miss Seymour 4 0 the King's Theatre for the relief of the Distress'd 

I (h h Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codrington 4 0 ■ Irish * 4 

17th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess St. Antonio 4 0 I Slat Set, with Flute Accomp. dedicated to Lady Petre 4 


1 6th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Princes* Esterhazy .... 4 ft 

13th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Counters St. Antonio 4 O 
14th Set, with ditto, danced at the Juvenile Bull, Carlton 
Palace and the Pavilion, Brighton ; composed by the 
command, and with permission dedicated to His Most 
Gracious Majesty George the F ourtb 4 0 

15th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Miss Seymour 4 0 

1 6th Set, with ditto, dedicated to Lady Codrington 4 0 

17th Set, with ditto, dedicated to the Countess St. Antonio 4 0 

* t * The subjects of this set from l( La Gazza Ladra/ 1 


i&ti0at$’0 32ttaU?e£. 


fith Set* with Flute Accomp* 2 6 

7th Set, Ditto # + # *. 2 6 


8th Set, Ditto (Nouvellec Mazucap) .*,***•*«**#«*.** * ? 

0th Set, Ditto..,.**., 2 


J* Power’s Poclcet Edition of Quadrilles, as danced at the 

Argjle Rooms, Almack\ <Sc*» Books l to 7 . .each , * ,. 3 C 

J, Power's select Dances No V. containing (i The Caro- 
line 1 ’—^ Pupageno" — -** Highland Laddie Gavotte 
de Yestri*"— ‘'Ivanhoe' 1 and ** Ex mouth Waltz/' — .... 1 u 


J&mm- 

j Ditto, No* VI, containing “ Echo Dance' 1 — “ Eclipse 
0 Waltz” — Dr. Syntax” — f * Burlington Arcade' 1 — 

Waring Waltz"— and ,l Captive Bird, (fo be continued.) 1 

J* Power’s Collection of Dances, Waltzes, Quadrilles, 
u J for 1820, t83l, 1822, and 1823, with Flute Accomp. = 


Duetts for Stoo 43afoiitm*s» 


& ■ O ^ 


Bagatelles * 

Cea^e your funning .......... 

1 >i tanti pal pitl 

Flow on thou shining River .**♦**,. 
Hope told a flattering tale .......... 

Les Belles Berg^tes, with Harp Accom- 
paniment 

Ditto, withont Accoinpantmetit ...... 

Oh Lady Fair 


Little 3 0 ' Tho&e evening bells /ties ,,**..**.*** 3 6 


Bennett 3 0 

j f^ewiett .......... 3 6 

i... ........ 3 0 

Bennett 3 6 

Little 4 0 

Pitto..., 3 0 

Burroures ........ 2 6 


Ov. M M Tancredi" * Little..,.,, 2 b 

Do. Do. with Accomp, Flute and Violoncello 3 t> 
Overture and Selections from Mozart's 
celebrated Opera l( M Flan to Magico" 

arranged from the original score, by J, IL Little !5 o 

B 00k 1 *....*, **.*,,. 3 n 

Books 2 , 3,4, and 5 ...... each ,,*.**..,*.*.*•«- 4 U 


NEW HARP MUSIC. 


' ‘ a I 1 ■hj ■ p\, j | v\\ ■ 1 I il I | P U till 1 J I a 

Drink to me on]y with thine eyes 
Fveleeu's Bmver (from ihe Irish ft 


Chipp .... 

I, 

0 

d . 

0 

Holden 

2 

0 

Parry .... 

2 

0 

chipp .... 

3 

fj 

Wcippcrt . . 

2 

0 

Chipp .... 

0 

m* 

6 

Wcippert . ., 

l 

fi 


3 

6 

Ch ipjf .... 

2 

0 

Miss Dibflin 

1 

G 

Hutnmelt » , 

2 

G 

Uummcli . . 

□ 

tj 


O softly sleep * * Dizi * - — 

Peace be around thee (from the National Airs) Humntefl 

Rhenish Air * U eippa t 

Sly Patrick. Fantaaia and Variations *.*.** Bochxa .. 
Sun-flower, the (from the Irish Melodies) . . . ^ HuMmcl* 

Sweet H ictmrd • Parry « - * * 

Three Waltzes. Harp and Piano- Forte .... Hummel 
’Tis the last Rose of Summer ............ * * Chipp , f 

ft enetmn Air m Hummell' * 

T 0 Ladles eyes Ditto ,»,* 
ftftVic a 1 Noddin i.,i Vhipp ** 


* i * « 
» * . * 
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